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I. 

LOVE-LAND. 



I. 

LOVE-LAND. 



MY QUEEK 

Hb loves not well whose love is bold I 
I would not have thee come too nigh : 

The sun^s gold would not seem pure gold 
Unless the sun were in the sky : 

To take him thence and chain him near 

Would make his beauty disappear. 

He keeps his state, — keep thou in thine, 
And shine upon me from afar I 

So shall I bask in light divine, 
That falls from lovers own guiding star ; 

So shall thy eminence be high, 

And so my passion shall not die. 

But all my life shall reach its hands 
Of lofty longing toward thy face. 

And be as one who speechless stands 
In rapture at some perfect grace ! 

B 17 
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My loye, my hope, my all shall be 
To look to heaven and look to thee t 

Thy eyes shall be the heavenly lights. 
Thy voice the gentle sommer breeze, — 

What time it sways, on moonlit nights, 
The murmuring tops of leafy trees ; 

And I shall touch thy beauteous form 

In June*s red roses, rich and warm. 

But thou thyself shall come not down 
From that pure region far above ; 

But keep thy throne and wear thy crown. 
Queen of my heart and queen of love 1 

A monarch in thy realm complete, 

And I a monarch —at thy feet ! 



HOMAGE. 

Whitb daisies on the meadow green 
Present thy beauteous form to me : 

Peaceful and joyful those are seen. 
And peace and joy encompass thee. 

I watch them, where they dance and shine, 

And love them — for their charm is thine. 



LOYE-LAHD. I9 

Bed roses o'er the woodland brook 
Remember me thy lovely face : 

So blushing and so fresh its look, 
So wild and shy its radiant grace I 

I kiss them, in their coy retreat, 

And think of lips more soft and sweet. 

Gold arrows of the merry mom. 

Shot swiftly over orient seas ; 
Grold tassels of the bending com 

That ripple in the August breeze. 
Thy wildering smile, thy glorious hair. 
And all thy power and state declare. 

White, red, and gold — the awful crown 

Of majesty and beauty tool 
From what a height those eyes look down 

On him who proudly dares to sue I 
Yet, free from self as thou from sin 
Is love that loves, nor asks to win. 

Let me but love thee in the flower, 
The waving grass, the dancing wave. 

The fragrant pomp of garden bower. 
The violet on the nameless grave. 

Sweet dreams by night, sweet thoughts by 
day,— 

And time shall tire ere love decay I 
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Let me but loTe thee in the glow 
When morning on the ocean ahines, 

Or in the mighty winds that blow, 
Snow-laden, through the mountain 
pines — 

In all things fair, or grand, or dread. 

And all shall die ere love be dead 1 



THE LOVER'S CHOICK 

The stroller in the x)ensiye field 
Doth many a wildering flower descry ; 

Sometimes to him the roses yield ; 
Sometimes the lilies feed his eye ; 

Sometimes he takes delight in one. 

Sometimes in all, sometimes in none. 

But when, in dusky woodland ways. 
He sees, beside some dreaming stone, 

The fresh, untutored violet raise 
Her pleading eyes, for him alone, 

Then makes his heart its final choice, 

And nature speaks, in passion's voice. 

The lover, when his life is new, 
By many a wayward impulse led^ — 
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Sometimes is charmed by gold and blue. 

Sometimes by brown and mantling red ; 
Sometimes proud dame and maiden small 
Please just the same, or not at all. 

But when, remote from pleasure's whirl, 
He sees, at home's sequestered shrine, 

The ardent, happy, guileless girl. 
Of mortal mould but soul divine, — 

Too good, too beautiful, to know 

How fair her worth and beauty show ; 

Then all his roving fancies pause, 
Entranced by that overwhelming grace ; 

It rules him by celestial laws. 
It lights a splendour in his face : 

'Tis the best good that fate can give— 

And all for which 'tis life to live 1 



-•o*- 



QUESTIONS. 

Bbgausb love's token is a sigh. 
Doth it the less love's heart disclose ? 

Because the rose must fade and die. 
Is it the less the lovely rose ? 

Because black night must shroud the day, 

Shall the brave sun no more be gay ? 
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Because chiU autumn frights the birds. 
Shall we distrust that spring will come f 

Because sweet words are only words. 
Shall loye f orevermore be dumb f 

Because our bliss is fleeting bliss, 

Shall we who love forbear to kiss f 

Because those eyes of gentle mirth 
Must sometime cease my heart to thrill, 

Because the sweetest voice on earth 
Sooner or later must be still, 

Because its idol is \msure, 

Shall my strong love the less endure f 

Ah, no ! let lovers breathe their sighs. 
And roses bloom, and music sound. 

And passion bum on lips and eyes, 
And pleasure's merry world go round : 

Let golden sunshine flood the sky. 

And let me love or let me die 1 



NOW. 

Whbk you shall walk, in pensive mood, 
The happy paths we used to know. 

And sad, regretful thoughts intrude, 
And hopeless dreams of long ago, 
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How will your wakened spirit'bear 
Its bitter pang, its bleak desi>air f 

When in yonr heart, as now in mine) 
Shall throb the pulse of arid grief — 

Since nothing earthly or diyine 
In that dark hour can bring relief — 

How will you mourn o'er wasted bliss 

And that wUd moment long for this I 

The echo of a silent word, 

An exhalation of the dew, 
A lonely sigh at midnight heard 

In depth of some funereal yew — 
Those shall be more, in that black day, 
Than your true lover past away. 

Then do not scorn the present hour. 
Nor crush the roses while they bloom I 

The best of time has only power 
To hang a garland on a tomb ; 

And all that lasts when years are sped 

Is hox>ele8s memory of the dead. 



■•o^ 



RELICS. 

Thb Tiolets that you gaye are dead— 
They oould not bear the loss of you ; 
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The spirit of the roee has fled— 

It loved you, and its love was true : 
Back to your lips that spirit flies, 
To bask beneath your radiant eyes. 

Only the ashes bide with me, 
The ashes of the rained flowers — 

Types of a rapture not to be ; 
Sad relics of bewildering hours ; 

Poor, frail, forlorn, and piteous shows 

Of errant passion's wasted woes. 

He grandly loves who loves in vain : 
These withered flowers that lesson teaw«. 

They suffered, they did not complain. 
Their life was love too great for speech : 

In silent pride their fate they bore ; 

They loved, they grieved, they died — no 
more ! 

Far ofi the purple banners flare, 
Beneath the golden morning spread : 

I know what queen is worshipped there. 
What laurels wreathe her lovely head : 

Her name be sacred, in my thought. 

And sacred be the grief she brought I 

For, since I saw that glorious face. 
And heard the music of that voice, 
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Much beauty darkens in disgrace 

That used to make my heart rejoice ; 
And rose and violet ne^er can be 
The same that once they were to me. 



-•p«- 



DEAD LEAVES. 

Not made by worth nor marred by flaw, 
Not won by good nor lost by ill, 

Loye is its own and only law, 
And lives and dies by its own will. 

It was our fate and not our sin 

That we should love and love should win. 

Not bound by oath, nor stayed by prayer, 
Nor held by thirst of strong desire. 

Love lives like fragrance in the air, 
And dies as breaking waves expire. 

'Twas death, not falsehood, bade us part—* 

The death of love that killed my heart. 

Not kind, as dreaming poets think. 

Nor merciful, as sages say — 
Love heeds not where its victims sink, 

When once its passion ebbs away. 
'Twas nature — it was not disdain — 
That made thee careless of my pain. 
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Not thralled by law nor ruled by right, 
Love keeps no aadit with the skies : 

Its star, that once is qaenched in ni^^t, 
Has^set — and never more will rise. 

My soul is lost, by thee forgot. 

And there^s no heaven where thou art not 

But happy he, though scathed and lone, 
Who sees afar love's fading wings — 

Whose seared and blighted heart has 
known 
The splendid agony it brmgs 1 

No life that is, no life to be. 

Can ever take the past from me 1 

Red roses bloom for other lives — 
Your withered leaves alone are mine : 

Yet, not for all that time survives 
Would I your heavenly gift resign — 

Now cold and dead, once warm and true, 

The love that lived and died in you. 



WHITE EOSES. 

MoHB Strange than death to all regrets, 
Love gives no tear to passion sped : 

Its frozen heart at once forgets 
The wronged, the absent, and the dead. 



LOYE-LANB. TTJ 

We see the waye that Yentis rides — 
We do not see the doom it hides. 

Fierce, boundless, fetteriess, snpremef 
Relentless, glorious, mindless, gay, 

Love grants us one supernal dream. 
One vision, one ecstatic day ; 

In fate's dull book one fiery page — 

Of bliss an hour, of woe an age. 

Be the red roses never more 
Companions to a thought of mine 1 

Behind me fades the lessening shore. 
Above the stars of midnight shine ; 

On black and dangerous seas they gleam. 

And life is done with doubt and dream. 

Pale spectral shapes of dead desire. 
Poor wandering souls of heavenly lig^t. 

So lovely in your soft attire. 
So coldly pure, so sadly bri^t. 

Henceforth be angels of my fate. 

And take the life ye consecrate 1 

White roses for the cradled head. 
The bridal veil, the stainless pall ! 

When love and sin and grief are dead, 
Let the white roses shroud them all 1 

Ah ! bloom for me while time flows on, 

And guard my rest when I am gone. 



WANDEBERS. 



THE BROKEN HARP.* 

^his now silent harp could wake, 

low pure, how strong, how true 

) tender strain its chords would make 

tf love and grief for you ! 

^, like my heart, though faithful long, 

ly you cast forth to pain, 

s hushed and humbled voice of song 

lust never stir again. 

, haply when your fancy strays 
I'er unregarded things, 
1 half in dream your gentle gaze 
'alls on its shattered strings, 
le loving impulse may endear 
'our memories of the past, 
i if for me you shed one tear 
think 'twould wake at last : 

ke with a note so glad, so clear, 

o lovely, so complete 

it birds on wing would pause to hear 

bs music wild and sweet ; 

i you would know — alas I too late — 

[ow tender and how true 

tiis fond heart, that hugs its fote — 

'o die for love and you. 
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JUBEL. 

6uB6B Up in wanton waves to-day, 
Te memories of a restless past 1 

In shine and shadow glance and play, — 
This golden moment is your last 

Float, phantoms, o'er a sapphire sea, — 
Kemembered joy, remembered pain. 

Passions and fears that used to be. 
But never can be mine again 1 

Sweet visions, faded long ago. 
So beautiful, and once so dear, — 

That wrought alike my bliss and woe, — 
Tour welcome and farewell are here. 

For now no more can fancy wile 
. My steadfast heart with dreams untrue : 
I give you each a parting smile, 
I give you all a glad adieu. 

As one whose soul, on vibrant wings 
Of new-bom freedom, mounts the skies, 

Spuming the earth, my spirit spiings 
To scale the peaks of paradise. 

The sunshine wraps me in its arms, 
Wild winds of power around me blow, 
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And heayen'B ablaze with stany chamui 
To bless the path whereon I go. 

For mine is now the ardent truth 
And secret of the lover's kiss ; 

The yalley of immortal youth ; 
The sacred mountain-height of bliss I 



-•p«- 



VICTOEIA. 

MiDKiOHT and moonlight encircle her slum- 
bers, 

Pillowed, afar, on the wandering deep : 
Softly, ah softly, with tenderest numbers, 

Echoes of paradise, lull her to sleep I 

Stars in your lustre and clouds in your 
fleetness, 
liiiz round the gallant ship, breasting the 
galel 
Shed your sweet influence over her sweet- 
ness 1 
Guard every pinion and bless every sail I 

Billows, roll gently, that bear on your 
bosom 
Treasure more precious than infinite 
gold — 
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Beauty in spring-time and loye in its blos- 
som, 
All that my hungry heart longs to enfold. 

Ocean, that breaks on the rocks where I 
languish, 
Blessing and prayer on your surges to 
pour, 
Like, in your might, to my passionate an- 
guish. 
Shield her, and saye her, and waft her to 
shore 1 

Angels, that float in the heavenly spaces. 
Ah, while you guide her through perils 
unknown. 
Still let the light of your beautiful faces 
Shine on her face that is fair as your 
own I 

Violets, welcome her 1 roses, adore her — 
Blushing with rapture from mountain to 
seal 

Lilies, flash out on the meadows before her, 
Sparkle in glory, and ripple in glee I 

Proudly she comes, like the pageant of 
morning 
Borne through the pearl-purpled gates of 
the day 1 
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Darkness and sorrow, consumed in her 
scorning, 
Shrink from her splendour and vanish 
away. 

Scattered o*er mountain and forest and 
river, 
Far the dark phantoms of trouble are 
hurled: 
She will illuminate, she will deliver. 
She will redeem and transfigure the 
world 1 



AN ANGEL BRIDE. 

Hbb young face is softly fair — 
Pearl of morning flushed with red< 

And the brown and silken hair 
Hovers mist-like round her head. 

Crimson lips, like rubies bright, 
Smiling, part o^er tiny pearls ; 

Little wandering stars of light 
Love to nestle in her curls. 

And her voice is soft and low, 
Clear as music and as sweet ; 
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Hearing it, you hardly know 
Where tJie sound and silence meet 

All the magic who can tell 

Of her laughter and her sighs, 
Or what heavenly meanings dwell 

In her kind, confiding eyes 1 

All her ways are winning ways, 

Full of tenderness and grace ; 
And a witching sweetness plays 

Fondly o*er her gentle face. 

True and pure her soul within, — 

Breathing a celestial air 1 
Evil and the shame of sin 

Could not dwell a moment there. 

Is it but a vision, this ? 

Fond creation of the brain ? 
Phantom of a fancied bliss ? 

Tjrpe of beauty void and vain ? 

No 1 the tides of being roll 

Toward a paradise to be, 
Where this idol of my soul 

Waits and longs for love and me. 

o 
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A WISH. 

Think of me as your friend, I pray, 

And call me by a tender name : 
I will not care what others say, 

If only yon remain the same 1 
I will not care how dark the night, 

I will not care how wild the storm : 
Tour love will fill my heart with light. 

And shield me close, and keep me warm. 

Think of me as your friend, I pray. 

For else my life is little worth : 
So shall your memory light my way, 

Although we meet no more on earth : 
For while I know your faith secure, 

I ask no happier fate to see : 
Thus to be loved by one so pure 

Is honour rich enough for me. 



VIOLET. 

One name I shall not forget — 
Gentle name of Violet. 

Many and strange the years have sped 
She who bore that name is dead : 
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Dead— and resting by the sea, 
Where she gaye her heart to me : 

Dead — and now the grasses waye. 
And the dry leaves, o'er her grave, 

Bustling in the antnmn wind. 
Like the sad thoughts in my mind. 

She was light and soon forgot ; 
Loved me well and loved me not : 

Changefol as the April sky — 
Kind or cruel, sad or shy ; 

Gray-eyed, winsome, arch, and fair«- 
My youth's passion and despair. 

Kow, through storms of many yeaia, 
Now, through tender mist of tears. 

Looking backward, I can see 
She was always true to me. 

Yet, with prisoned tears that bum, 
Cold we parted, wayward, stem ; 

Spoke the fatal farewell word. 
Neither meant and neither heard ; 

Spoke — and parted in our pain, 
Nevermore to meet again. 

Sometimes, underneath the moon. 
On rose-laden nights of June, — 
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When white clouds drift o'er the blue. 
While the pale stars giimTner throng 

And the honeysuckle throws 
Fragrant challenge to the rose. 

And the liberal pine-tree flings 
Perfume on the midnight's wings, — 

Came, with thrills of hope and fear. 
Mystic sense that she was near ; 

Came the thought, — *• Through good and ill 
She loves, and she remembers still 1* 

But no word e'er came or went ; 
And, when nine long years were spent, 

Something in my bosom said, 
Very softly, ' she is dead I ' 

Now, at sombre autimm eve, 
Wandering where the woodlands gdawtf 

Or where wild winds whistle free. 
On the hills that front the sea. 

Cruel thoughts of love and loss 
Nail my spirit to the cross. 

Friends have fallen, youth is gone, 
Fields are brown and skies are wan : 

One name I shall not forget— 
Gtotle name of Violet. 
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CHANGED. 

I. 

It is not that she^s far away 
That breaks my heart and dims my day ; 
It is that there is something gone 
Her passion used to dream apon ; 
That now the tender dream is o'er, 
And him she loved she loves no more. 



II. 

Her absence makes my spirit mourn — 
Tet e'en her absence could be borne : 
But, — bleakest of all human grief, 
And desolate beyond relief, — 
One thought consumes my bosom's core 
That him she loved she loves no more. 

ni. 

The violets should be bluer far, 
The roses redder than they are. 
And lighter o'er the rippling grass 
The shadows of the clouds should pass. 
There's nothing as it was before — 
For him she loved she loves no more. 
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LOVE'S BEFUOK 



I. 
Bit your face to the sea, fond lorer, — 

Cold in darkness the sea-winds blow I 
Waves and clonds and the nig^t will oofer 

All your passion and all yoor woe : 
Sobbing waves and the death within them, 

Bweet as the lips that once yon prest — 
Pray that yoor hopeless heart may win 
them t 

Pray that your weary life may rest ! 

n. 

Set yoor face to the stars, fond lover, — 

Calm, and silent, and bright, and tme I — 
They will pity you, they will hover 

Softly over the deep for you. 
Winds of heaven will sigh yoor dirges, 

Tears of heaven for yon be spent ; 
Sweet, for you, will the morm'ring sorges 

Pour the wail of their low lament. 



-•p«- 



LOVE'S EEQITIEM. 

I. 

Bmiira withered autumn leaves, 
Call srerything that grieves, 
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And baild a faneral pyre abore his head 1 
Heap there all golden promise that de- 
ceives, 
Beauty, that wins the heart and then be- 
reaves, — 

For Love is dead. 



n. 

Not slowly did he die : 
A meteor from the sky 
Falls not so swiftly as his spirit fled. 
When, with regretful, half-averted eye. 
He gave one little smile, one little sigh. 
And so was sped. 

in. 

But oh, not yet, not yet 
Would my lost soul forget 
How beautiful he was while he did live ; 
Or, when his eyes were dewy and lips wet, 
What kisses, tenderer than all regret, 
My love would give. 

IV. 

Strew roses on his breast I 
He loved the roses best; 



i 
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He neyer cared for lilies or for snow. 
Let be this bitter end of his sweet qaest ; 
Let be the pallid silence that is rest — 
And let all go 1 



THE UNDERTONE. 



I It droops and dies in morning light — 

^^ The rose that yesterday was whole : 

* Ah, whither, on the wind of night, 
Is borne the fragrance of my soul ? * 

It sinks upon the ocean zone — 
The wind that marred the tender rose : 

* Ah, whither has the fragrance flown. 
And what shall give my soul repose ? * 

It breaks upon the rocky shore — 
The vast, tumultuous, grieving sea : 

* Ah, never, never, never more 
Can love and peace come back to me I ^ 

It sobs, far up the lonely sky, 
! It faints in regions of the blest — 

I The endless, bitter, human cry, 

1 — And only Death could tell the rest 
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CONSTANCE. 

With diamond dew the grass was wet, — 
*Twas in the spring and gentlest 
weather, — 

And all the birds of morning met, 
And carolled in her heart together. 

The wind blew softly o*er the land, 
And softly kissed the joyous ocean : 

He walked beside her on the sand. 
And gave and won a heart's devotion. 

The thistledown was in the breeze. 
With birds of i)a8sage homeward flying : 

His fortime lured him o'er the seas. 
And on the shore he left her, sighing. 

She saw his barque glide down the bay. 
Through tears and fears she could not 
banish; 

She saw his white sails melt away — 
She saw them fade, she saw them yanish. 

And * Gro,' she said, * for winds are fair. 
And love and blessing round you hover ; 

When you sail backward through the air. 
Then I will trust the word of lover.* 
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Still ebbed, still flowed, the tide of yean, 
Now chilled with snows, now bright with 
roses, 

And many smiles were tamed to tears. 
And sombre moms had radiant doses. 

And many ships came sailing by. 
With many a golden promise freighted ; 

But nevermore from sea or sky 
Came love, to bless her heart that waited. 

Tet on, by tender patience led. 
Her sacred footsteps walked, nnbidden, 

Wherever sorrow bows its head. 
Or want, and care, and shame are hidden. 

And they who saw her snow-white hair. 
And dark, sad eyes, so deep with feeling, 

Breathed all at once the chancel air 
And seemed to hear the oigan pealing. 

Till once, at shut of automn day. 
In marble chill she paused and hearkened. 

With startled gaze where far away 
The wastes of sky and ocean darkened. 

There, for a moment, faint and wan. 
High np in air and landward striving, 
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Stom-f ore a spectral barqae came on, 
Across the purple sunset driying. 

Then something out of ni^t she knew, 
Some whisper heard, from heaven de- 
scended, 

And peacefully as faUs the dew 
Her long and lonely yigil ended. 

The yiolet and the bramble-rose 

Hake glad the grass that dreams above 
her; 
And, freed from time and all its woes. 

She trusts again the word of lover. 
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AFTER ALL. 

Tbs apples are ripe in the orchard, 
The work of the reaper is done. 

And the golden woodlands redden 
In the blood of the dying sun. 

At the cottage door the grandsire 
Sits, pale, in his eai^-chair, 

While a gentle wind of twilight 
Flays with his silver hah:. 
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A woman is kneeling beside him ; 

A fair young head is prest, 
In the first wild passion of sorrow, 

Against his ag^ breast. 

And far from over the distance 

The faltering echoes come, 
Of the flying blast of trumpet 

And the rattling roll of drum. 

Then the grandsire speaks, in a whisper, — 

< The end no man can see ; 
But we give him to his country. 

And we give our prayers to Thee.' . . . 

The violets star the meadows. 

The rose-buds fringe the door. 
And over the grasiSy orchard 

The pink-white blossoms pour. 

But the grandsire' s chair is empty. 

The cottage is dark and still, 
There's a nameless grave in the battle-field. 

And a new one under the hill. 

And a pallid, tearless woman 

By the cold hearth sits, alone ; 
And the old clock in the comer 

Ticks on with a steady drone. 
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NO MOEE. 

I. 

Trbt walked beside the summer sea 

And watched the slowly dying son ; 
And * O,* she said, * come back to me, 

My love, my own, my only one I ' 
But, while he kissed her fears away. 

The gentle waters kissed the shore. 
And, sadly whispering, seemed to say, 

He'll come no morel he'll come no 
morel 

II. 

Alone beside the autimm sea 

She watched the sombre death of day ; 
And < O,* she said, * remember me. 

And love me, darling, far away ! ' 
A cold wind swept the wat'ry gloom. 

And, darkly whispering on the shore. 
Sighed out the secret of his doom, — 

He'll come no morel he'll come no 
morel 

III. 
In peace beside the winter sea 

A white grave glimmers to the moon ; 
And waves are fresh, and clouds are free, 

And shrill winds pipe a careless tune. 
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One sleeps beneath the dark blue waTe, 
And one upon the lonely shore ; 

Bnt, joined in love, beyond the grave, 
They part no more I they part no moro I 
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THE LAST SCENE. 

Hbbb she slumbers, white and chill ; 

Pat your hand upon her brow ; 
Her sad heart is very still, 

And she does not know you now. 

Ah, the grave's a quiet bed ; 

She will sleep a pleasant sleep. 
And the tears that you may shed 

Will not wake her, — therefore weep I 

Weep, — for you have wrought her woe ; 

Mourn, — she mourned and died lor you: 
Ah, too late we come to know 

What is false and what is true ! 



RUE. 

Ths autumn wind is moaning in the leaves. 
And the long grass is rustling on my 
grave: 
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Ah, would you have me thhik your heart 
now grieves 
For her your waning passion would not 
save? 

For I am dead ; know you not I am dead ? 
Why will you haunt me in my rest to- 
night,— 
Standing above, and listening overhead, 
Where I am buried deep and out of 
sight? 

Have you not wine and music, in your 
home, 
And her fair form, and eyes so pure and 
proud 
With love of you ? and wherefore do you 
roam 
To vex me, lying silent in my shroud ? 

Seek your new love I She calls you, and 
the tears 
Are warm on her pale face, and her young 
breast 
Is fnU of doubt and sorrow — for she 
hears 
Low-whispered words, that startle her 
from rest 
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In from the nig^t I the storm begiiiB to stir: 
I will be near, and ghostly eyes shall see 

How you will loss her lips, and say to her, 
< Thine always, love,* as once you said to 
me. 



ASLEEP. 

I. 

He knelt beside her pillow, in the dead 

watch of the night, 
And he heard her gentle breathing, but her 

face was still and white. 
And on her poor, wan cheek a tear told 

how the heart can weep. 
And he said, *My love was weaiy — God 

bless her ! she's asleep.* 

II. 

He knelt beside her grave-stone, in the 

shuddering autumn night, 
And he heard the dry grass rustle, and his 

face was thin and white. 
And through his heart the tremor ran of 

grief that cannot weep. 
And he said, < My love was weary — God 

bless her I she*s asleep.* 
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EBB TIDE. 

In dusky gloom she sits apart, 
Beyond the moonlight's silver glow ; 

And tender fancies break her heart, 
That bloomed, and withered, long ago. 

Her patient eyes are wet with tears. 
Her face is pale with want and care. 

And all the griefs of all her years. 
Transfigured, crown her snowy hair. 

Gaunt sorrow claims her, heart and brain ; 

She bears the burden of the cross ; 
She hears a solemn dirge of pain. 

The sad, old song of love and loss. 

So glide the lonesome hours away : 
The song is still, the grief is past ; 

Alike to her are night and day — 
And life and trouble rest at last. 



n. 

TEMPEST. 
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II. 

TEMPEST. 



DOOM. 



A RAYEN flew oyer the honse-top, 
In the gloaming that heralds the night : 

Far off snarled the threat of the thunder, 
And the raven he croaked in his flight 

A raven flew over the house-top, 
And his shadow fell dark on my heart : 

A voice, in its innermost chamher. 
Said, * The angel of love must depart* 

Too long you are calm in the sunshine. 
And too long are the roses in bloom : 

Time now for the rush of the tempest. 
For the chill, and the blight, and the 
gloom.* . . . 

Deserted the house is and silent ; 

Night is drifting o*er woodland and wave *. 
And love, that was life's 'consecration, 

Is a spectre that broods on a grave. 

53 



54 WAMDMMMMB. 



CIECE. 

It ig the law of streams to ran, 
Of autamn leaves to fall ; 

And she who has been false to one- 
She will be false to aU. 

0, wild as tempest on the sea 

Is that poor lover's fate, 
Whose faithful spirit, bound to thee, 

Must hope, and fear, and wait ! 

By surge of joy and storm of pain 
His heart is soothed or broke ; 

He would not rend thy heavenly chahi— 
He cannot bear thy yoke. 

There is no heaven so high as faith. 

No hell so deep as doubt, 
No haunted spectre like the wraith 

Thy fancies wile or flout ! 

Ah, let that tiger heart of thine, 

By brutish mercy led, 
To just one piteous act incUne — 

And strike thy lover dead I 
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Then, let the streams forever ran, 

The leaves forever fall 1 
Thou wilt — at last — be true to one, 

And not be false to all. 



SEMPEB IDEM. 

I. 

This is the place where he broogjit her 
home. 

Home, — but not to his heart, I know : 
For it cannot be but her memories roam 

To the first and the true love, long ago ! 
Noble and lovely and wretched bride. 

Doomed, in her gorgeous palace of stone, 
Loveless forever, to sit by his side, 

And yet be, forever and ever, alcme 1 

II. 

Noble and beautifol spirit of love 1 
Well, I can wish yon were happy, — 
though 
I stand out here, while the stars above 
Are as white and cold as the ground 
below. 
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I am glad that the splendour is all your 
own; 
I do not desire it — ah, not 1 1 
But am well content, at the foot of your 
tlirone, 
To sink in the frozen street and die. 

III. 

Perhaps you would see me, then — who 
knows ? 
Perhaps you would see, in my haggard 
face, 
Whence they have risen — your subtle 
woes. 
And the something that saddens your 
stately grace. 
Perhaps — ah me, I am bold indeed ! — 
Perhaps you would touch me! Heart 
and brain! 
I am sure it would make the old wound 
bleed. 
If it did not wake me to life again 1 

IV. 

Lost — but I love you, all the same : 
*Twas a faithfiU heart that you threw 
away: 
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I can say it now, and with nothing of shame, 
For I shall not live to another day. 

I can say, though the night of grief was long, 
That the light of morning struggles 
through ; 

And, lifted out of my sorrow and wrong. 
If I cannot live, I can die, for you 1 



ACROSS THE PALL. 

Now she lies here, dead before you, 
Motionless and gray as stone ; 

Now the cruel grief broods o'er you, 
Stricken, agonised, and lone ; 

Now that passion's dream is past, 

Well it is we meet at last ! 

Ay, you loved her — loved her truly — 
With the utmost faith of man ; 

Sacrificing all things, duly. 
As a noble lover can ! 

And she made you -^ what I see ; 

What 'tis well that you can be. 

Loved her 1 Virtue, truth, and honour. 
Sense, and manhood — what are they ? 
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Stand up here and look upon her 1 

'Tia a pretty piece of clay. 
Others, quite as fond and tme» 
Loved her, quite as well as yoo. 

So I pity you, poor dreamer 
(Dreams, the longest, are not long), 

And I would not make it seem her 
Guilt, that e'er she did me wrong. 

She was heavenly — cloud and star — 

She was what the angels are. 

Hope and wait ; and when you meet her. 
With them, in the Eden plahi, 

Clasp her to your soul, and greet her 
With a word of noble pain. 

Tell her, in yon starry cope, 

That I taught you how to hope. 

Time and tide flow on forever ; 

Pleasure's ghost is always pain ; 
Life is fevered with endeavour. 

Sad with loss and sweet with gain. 
But there is no certain bliss 
Li this world for only this. 

Look up bravely where, forgiven, 
Erring hearts repentant rest : 
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Only love and trost find heaven ! 
Still the faithful are the blest : 
Faithful love, that ransoms 700, 
Well may save yoor idol too. 

But, for me there is no morrow, 
Crown of love nor crown of fame : 

I must tread a mighty sorrow 
In the mire of sensual shame. 

Down I grovel on the earth, 

Wasting toward a brutish birth. 

*Tis a world of commonplaces, 
Empty hearts, and shallow brains, 

Flaunting fools with specious faces, 
Black desires and crimson stains : 

When I found that heart untrue, 

Love itself was falsehood too. 

Always round us are the curses. 
And the long, tumultuous roar : 

We are jostled in our hearses. 
Even as we were before. 

They alone escape the strife 

Who attain the spirit's life. 

Hope, I say, till you receive her ; 
Hope, — for we are only men. 
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Lay her in the grave, and leave her 
Just your heart, to keep till then. 
Take my blessing — for I know 
All your love and all your woe. 



THE YELLOW ROSE. 

I. 

Ah, had we met in other days, before my 

soul had known 
What 'tis to smile o*er ruined hopes, in 

mockery and alone. 
Perchance it then had been my lot, which 

now can never be. 
To make thy heart, that beats for none, 

beat wann and true for me. 

II. 

But now the shadows round my way are 
gathering dark and grim. 

The wind blows coldly off the shore, the 
lights are growing dim. 

The angry waters rage and roar, and head- 
long through the night 

From love, from hope, from thee, my 
barque goes plunging out of sight 
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III. 

And 80 1 waft my fond farewell across the 

darkening brine : 
Thy heart can never, never bring the peace 

of love to mine : 
There is no peace for evermore, in earth or 

heaven, for me — 
But, oh, if this could once have been, how 

lovely life would be 1 

rv. 
I see thee on the distant shore, in all thy 

glittering grace, 
The sunshine streaming round thy form, 

and hope upon thy face ; 
And I shall see those glorious eyes and hear 

that voice divine 
Till fate has stilled this wayward heart, — 

but true till death to thine. 

V. 

Nor chance nor change can ever dim the 

glory of that brow ; 
The light will shine forever there that 

shines upon thee now ; 
And tempest-tossed and fax away upon the 

sea of sin 
I yet shall know, though lost to me, there 

was a heaven to win. 
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But wherefore is it you stay me here, 

And why do you shudder and moan, 
And what are the nameless shapes you 
fear 

In this desolate place alone ? 
For your eyes are set in a dreadful glare, 

And you shrink at the solemn knell. 
As it trembles along the midnight air — 

The boom of the wrecker's belL 



IV. 

Look up, he cried, to the awful sky, 

Look over the furious sea, 
And mark, as the grinning fiends float 

by, 

How they beckon and howl to me I 
They are ringing my knell with the balef al 
bell, 
And they gloat on the doom to be. 
Ah I give me your hand, and look not 
back — 
We stand not here alone — 
And the horrible shapes that throng my 
track 
Would turn your heart to stone. 
The spell of the dead is on the hour. 
And I yield my soul to its fearful power. 
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V. 

A face looks forth in the darkness there, 

A young face, sweet with a rosy light : 
The sunshine sleeps in her golden hair, 

And her violet eyes are softly bright: 
On her parted lips tiiere's an innocent smile. 

Like a sunbeam kissing a yelvet rose ; 
And her cheeks of pearl grow warm the 
while, 

With a delicate blush that comes and 
goes. 
Ah I purer than mom in its purest hour, 

And holy as one from an angel clime, 
Was the tender woman, the beaatifol 
flower, 

I loved and lost in the far-ofi time. 

VI. 

One fatal night, in the long ago. 

My gallant cruiser passed that bar. 
In a bank of clouds the moon hung low. 

And the sombre sky showed scarce a star. 
The night was calm, but I heard in the 
swell 

A murmur of storm, and, far away. 
The muffled toll of the wrecker's bell. 

As it floated up from the outer bay. 

B 
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I, whom the lightnmg will not lend^ 
Nor waves engulf, nor death befriend, 
Nor holy father shrive 1 ... 

X. 

There^s a lurid light in the clouds to-night. 
In the wind there^s a desolate moan ; 

But the waves roll soft on the sand so white, 
And break on the crags of stone ; 

And the sea-guUs scream in their frolic 
flight, 
And all my dream is flown. 

But, far away in the twilight gloom, 

I still can hear it, the muffled boom, — 

And it seems to be ringing a dead man's 
knell, — 

Solemn and slow, of the wrecker's belL 
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ACCOMPLICES. 

Black rocks upon the ragged coast, 
Mutter no more our hidden crime I 

I hear, far off, your sullen boast. 
But I defy you 1 'tis not time I 

Ton cannot tell our secret yet ; 
The trusty sea must keep its dead, 
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And many suns arise and set 
Before that awful word is said. 

For I am young ; I've all the grace 
Of life, and loye, and beauty now : 

There's not a wrinkle on my face ; 
There's not a shadow on my brow. 

I cannot bear the loathsome grave, 
I wiU not leave the cheerful sun 1 

Bave on ! in storm and midnight rave, 
For years and years, till all is done : 

Till these brown locks are changed to gray ; 

Till these clear eyes are dim and old ; 
Not yet, not yet the fatal day 

When all tiiat horror must be told 1 

But, then — gnash all your jagged teeth. 
And howl for vengeance ! I will come ; 

And that same cruel pit beneath 
Shall yawn and gulf me to my home. 

To-day — forbear, nor mutter more 1 
The sky is dark, and dark the sea, 

And all the land, from shore to shore, 
Is hideous with your grisly glee. 
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PREDESTINED. 

A CALM cold face aa white and clear 
Am marble, and as passionless : 

Eyes darkly sad, that tell no fear, 
No hope, no pleasure, no distress : 

A smile, that seems all o*er to sleep, 
As sleeps a sunbeam on a stone ; 

A gentle voice, but soft and deep. 
And full of music, every tone : 

A courtly manner, — he is true 

To social usage, and wiU pay 
To all the world its proper due 

Of graceful, stately courtesy : — 

Behold, an awful thought it is 
That such a ghastly, gaunt despair 

Can wear a shape so grand as this, 
A face so noble and so fair ! 

For that is not a common grief 

Which tears his heart and bums his 
bndn 
Who feels eternity too brief 

For his tremendous trance of pain ! 
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Whose soul endures infernal woes, 
Enchained by some infernal spell ; 

Who knows not peace, but only knows 
The lurid, withering fires of hell I 
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Who cares for nothing alone is free, — 
Sit down, good fellow, and drink with me 1 

With a careless heart and a merry eye 
He laughs at the world as the world goes 
by. 

He laughs at power, and wealth, and fame ; 
He laughs at virtue, he laughs at shame ; 

He laughs at hope, and he laughs at fear; 
At memory's dead leaves, crisp and sere ; 

He laughs at the future, cold and dim, — 
Nor earth nor heaven is dear to him. 

O, that is the comrade fit for me ! 
He cares for nothing, his soul is free ; 

Free as the soul of the fragrant wine — 
Sit down, good fellow, my heart is thinel 
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For I heed not custom, creed, nor law ; 
I care for nothing that ever I saw. 

In every city my cups I quaff, 

And over the chalice I riot and laugh. 

I laugh, like the cruel and turbulent wave ; 
I laugh at the church, and I laugh at the 
grave. 

I laugh at joy, and well I know 
That I merrily, merrily laugh at woe ; 

I terribly laugh, with an oath and a sneer, 
When I think that the hour of death is 
near. 

For I know that death is a guest divine, 
Who shall drink my blood as I drink this 
wine. 

And he cares for nothing I a king is he — 
Come on, old fellow, and drink with me I 

With you I will drink to the solemn past, 
Though the cup that I drain should be mj 
last. 

I will drink to the phantoms of love and 

truth; 
To ruined hopes and a wasted youth. 
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I will drink to the woman who wioo^t mj 

woe, 
In the diamond morning of long ago : 

To a heavenly face, in sweet repose. 

To the lily^s snow and the blood of the rose ; 

To the splendour, caught from orient skies, 
That thrilled in the dark of her hazel eyes, — 

Her large eyes, wild with the fire of the 

south, — 
And the dewy wine of her warm, red mouth. 

I will drink to the thought of a better time ; 
To innocence, gone like a death-bell chime. 

I will drink to the shadow of coming doom ; 
To the phantoms that wait in my lonely 
tomb. 

I will drink to my soul, in its terrible mood, 
Dimly and solemnly understood : 

And, last of all, to the monarch of sin, 
Who scaled its rampart and reigns within. 

My sight is fading — it dies away — 
I cannot tell is it night or day. 
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My heart Is burnt and blackened with pain. 
And a horrible darkneas crushes my brain. 

I cannot see you — the end is nigh — 
But we'll langh together before I die. 

Through awful chasms I plunge and fall — 
Tour hand, good fellow, — I die — that's alL 
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EREBUS. 

Thbbb'b a mossy sunken grave, 
In the solemn land of dreams. 

All alone ; 
Where the dusky branches wave 
O'er the banks of sable streams, 

With a moan : 
A dull sky spans it overhead. 

Like a tomb ; 
The wan stars glimmer far away 

In the gloom ; 
And a pale moon gleams 
On the haunts of the dead. 
Where the ghouls and the demons play. 
And the souls that wander here 
See each other very clear; 
And remember, — but weep not I 
Bemember, — but sleep not I 

Bemember, — but cannot pray I 



m. 

LOVE AND DEATH. 



m. 

LOVE AND DEATH. 



LOVE JlKD death.* 

I. 

Akgel of Grief I thy spectral passage 
winging 
Above black waves and nnder moonless 
skies, 
Where nevermore is heard the voice of sing- 
ing, 
Nor any light e*er falls from beauty's eyes. 
Now wave thy sable pinion where he lies 
Whom to destroy thy fancy did create I 
In diamond pomp thy summons bade him 
rise, 
And thine the blight that corsed his human 

state 
And left him ocean-tost, forlorn, and deso* 
late. 
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H. 

Man lives not as he would, but as he most I 
Deep in his soul the current of his doom 

Buns darkly ; ttiat this clod of fevered dust, 
Desiring heaven, and drifting to a tomb. 
Wantons in revelry, or droops in £^oom. 

Exalts in action, falters in defeat. 
E'en as thy spirit doth its life illume. 

Making its blood a torrent fierce and fleet. 

Or as some stagnant pool where death and 
darkness meet. 



ni. 

Thou didst create this being all of fire, 
But 'twas not all from heaven ; the grosser 
flame 
Glowed with the flner, — till his mad desire 
Bevelled in wild delights, contemning 

shame 
And staining the white crest of noble 
fame: 
Yet all the while thy spirit fed his heart 
With wildering dreams and hopes, till he 
became 
A soul of thy dark strain, and dwelt 

apart, — 
The visionary child of genius and of art 



LOTS AHD DEATH. 79 

IT. 

From earliest youth his spirit kept its throne 
By the sea*s marge, or on the mountain 
height, 
Or in the forest deeps, or meadow lone» 
Where the long shadows fall, as comes 

the night, 
And spectral shapes gleam on the startled 
sight 
And Tanish with low sighs: the HayirHtig 
caves 
That line the murmurous shore were his 
delight. 
Where the defeated billow chafes and raTes, 
And much he loved the stars that shine on 
lonely graves. 

T. 

By night he roamed along the haunted 
shore, 
And on the Tacant summit of the hills 
Held converse with the vast ; while ever- 
more 
The awful mystery with which nature 

thrills,— 
Whispering the poet's heart, and thence 
distils 
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The essence of her beauty, — wrapt his sooU 
Buoyant and glorious, with such power 

as fills 
The dread expanse where sky and ocean 

roll, 
Thought measureless, supreme, and feeling 

past control. 

VI. 

Among the haunts of men a wanderer still, 
He walked a dusky pathway, all his own ; 
For men were not his mates — their good, 
their ill 
Were things by him imfelt, to him un- 
known — 
An empty laughter or an idle moan ; 
And they that saw him passed him coldly by, 
And thus he roved his shadowy world 
alone, — 
A world of haunting shapes and phantasy. 
And life a dream that longed yet dreaded 
more to die. 

VII. 

This is the bitter close — that in their flow. 
The stem years ravage from us, one by 
one. 
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Each hope that sanctifies a life of woe, 
All that is fair and bri^ beneath the 

sun. 
And that sweet faith with which our days 
begun; 
Till not one glimmering ray fiom heavenly 
spheres, 
0*er longings thwarted and hi^ aims un- 
done, 
Gilds the bleak stream of those remoiselesB 

years. 
And quenched the spring of joy, and dried 
the fount of tears. 

vin. 

Close, close around us draws the prison 
shade 
And ever closer, as our moments glide — 
The iron web of doom ourselves have made. 
By fealty to the power which doth reside 
Within ourselves, not once to be denied, 
Nor curbed, nor conquered I Action doth 
but make 
A past to be remembered ; and the pride 
Of mightiest will that would life's guidance 

take 
Must, like the frailest heart, at last repine 
and break. 
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TUfl fate was his — bat not in daiknesB aU 
Ban the wild current of his days and 
deeds; 
Still on the rained fane the moonli^t fidls, 
And still the radiant dawn the ni^ suc- 
ceeds, 
And his the gentlest heart that soonest 
bleeds, 
And thus the first to love and to be blest 

With that great glory of all haman needs 
Which, whether crowned or martyred, stQl 

is best — 
The angel regnant once within the haman 
breast 

To love and to be loved — to have the bliss. 

The perfect heaven of one responsive 

sool; 

To feel the throbbing heart, the baming 

kiss, 

When thought and feeling, loosed from all 

control. 
Like torrents to the sea tumultuous roll, < 
And life becomes all rapture — this he knew 1 
And, knowing this, however fate may dole 
Her mercies forth, the many or the few, 
No flower is left to bloom that e*er in Eden 
grew. 
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He loved— he lost— and from that fatal 
hour 
His soul was haunted by one heavenly 
face; 
One sacred name had evermore the power 
To shed a glory upon every place 
And gUd each moment with a deathless 
gracel — 
His heart had worshipped and his quest had 
found, 
And now, though cold and empty his 
embrace, 
His lonely footsteps fell on holy ground, 
With angel shapes and tones forever circling 
round. 

xu. 

The dying light of sunset ; thelowsig^ 
Of whispering winds that stir the f aller 
leaves; 
The golden host of stars ; the midnight sky ; 
The mystic sea, that not exults nor grieves ; 
The rosy magic of the dawn that weaves 
Its web of beauty, fading while it grows, — 
All that they mean the hallowed heart 
receives, 
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Sealed with the sacrament that grief be- 
stows, 

And all that natore has of tender mystery 
knows. 

xni. 

Angel of Sorrow 1 though thy fevered hand 

Drop on the stricken heart a cross of fire ; 

Though gloom and sighs and tears, a grisly 

band, 

Watch round his midnight couch till hope 

expire; 
Though faith give o*er, and heavenly 
patience tire. 
And naught remain but bitter, bleak despair, 
Tet dost thou lift thy hapless victim 
higher 1 — 
With nothing left to lose, he all may dare 1 
Who scorns the dart of death heeds not the 
frown of care 1 

xrv. 

His -o*er-fraught bosom and his haunted 
brain 
Gave out their music and then ceased to 
be— 
A strange, a weird, a melancholy strain, 
like the low moaning of the distant sea 1 
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And when death harshly set his spirit free 
From frenzied days and penury and blight, 
At least 'twas tender mercy's kind de- 
cree, — 
Shrining his name in memory's liying light, 
With thoughts that gild the day and charm 
the lingering nig^t. 

XT. 

He was the voice of beauty and of woe, 
Passion and mystery and the dread un- 
known; 
Pure as the mountains of perpetual snow. 
Cold as the icy winds that round them 

moan, 
Dark as the caves wherein earth's thun- 
ders groan. 
Wild as the tempests of the upper sky, 

Sweet as the faint, far-off, celestial tone 
Of angel whispers, fluttering from on hi^ 
And tender as love's tear when youth and 
beauty die. 

XVI. 

Oh, if he sinned he suffered 1 Let him rest. 
Who, in this world, had little but its pahi I 

The life of patient virtue still is blest — 
But there be bosoms powerless to restrain 
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Tlie Bulging tempestB of the heart and 
brain; 
8cfa\B that are driven madly o*er the deep, 
Their passions fatal and their straggle 
yain; 
Men th«t in nameless grief their vigils keep, 
With marble lips, and eyes that bnm but 
cannot weep. 

XVII. 

Far from the blooming field and fragrant 
wood, 
The shining songster of the summer sky, 
0*er ocean's black and frightful solitude 
Driven on broken wing, most sink and die ; 
So on the ocean of eternity, 
Far from man's help and all things bright 
and warm, 
Broken and lost, but with no lingering 
Bigh — 
For death, at last, is peace — his ravaged 

form 
Sank in the weltering wave, and no more 
felt the storm. 

xvin. 

His music dies not — nor can ever die — 
Blown round the world by every wander- 
ing wind. 
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The comet, lessening in. the midni^^t sky, 
Still leaves its trail of glory far behind. 
Death cannot quench the lustre of the 
mind, 
Nor hush the seraph song that beauty sings ; 

Still in the poet's soul must nature find 
Her voice for every secret that she brings. 
To all that dwell beneath the brooding of 
her wings. 

zix. 

The silent waves of time's eternal sea 

Boll o*er the silent relics of the dead ; 
But, wafted on those waters, wide and free, 
How bright, how fleet his starry songs are 

spedl 
Black gleams the deep beneath, but over- 
head 
All heaven is glorious with its orbs of light. 
While, like a spirit loosed from ocean's 
bed, 
Lo ! one clear echo, sounding through the 

night, 
Floats up the crystal slopes of life's far 
mountain-height. 



• ri> 



IV. 
PANSIES AND ROSEMARY. 



IV. 
PANSIES AND ROSEMARY. 



AFTER LONG YEARS. 

Dbab heart, and true, in the seasons fled, 
Has the world swept by me, and left me 
dead? 

Have the pansies withered, I used to know ? 
Are the roses faded, of long ago ? 

Do the tapers glimmer, that lit the feast ? 
Has the pageant passed? has the mnsio 
ceased? 

And, musing here on the sea-beat coast, 
Am I living man, or a wandering g^ost ? 

Still in the scent of the autumn air 
I feel a rapture that's like despair : 

91 
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Hm itiTtight^ pale on the sleepiiig aea, 
Is m **•"****— 1 aozTowfol jo j to me : 



AndU Hi ^fj orb or cresoent of nig^t, 
Ifetdow and ivoodland are brave to agiX, 



I bend to the mystic power 
Of the Strang sea-breese and the breath of 



And the fsee of beauty wakes the wraith 
Of holly pasBkm and knis^tly futh ! 



But, erer I hear an undertone — 
A subtle, a ui r o w fu l^ wordless moan ; 

Tlie dying note of a foneral bell ; 
Iha fidtenng sig^ of a last fsreweU: 

And erer I see, throng hirid haze, 
Tlie sombre phantoms of other days ; 

In Hfjtkt that's sad as the rain it frets, — 
The solemn li^t of a son that sets. 

Ah, nerer now does yonth dream on 

As ii used to dream in the summers gurnet 

Por ronnd it dashes the tide of yeaxs ; 
Its eym are darkened with mist at tetn; 
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ItB hopes are sere as the facUng grass, 
And nothhig it wished has come to pass. 

Yet eyer, in wayward, passionate power, 
Like m wind that moans through a rained 
tower, 

0*er memory's darkening fields along 
It rostles the tallen leaves of song : 

And, wild in the heart, it wakes the thrill 
That nothing but death can ever still t 



THE HAEBINGER 

I. 
OxDAXKWD to work the heavenly will 

Comes a bright angel, sent from far ; 
And nature feels another thrill. 

And love has lit another star. 

n. 

Barth was more beautiful because of him. 

Wild fiowers were bom; 
And limpid, bickering brooks, 
The poet's earliest books. 
Spoke of a new delight 

Unto the mom : 
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In some ethereal reverie, half vision and 

half dream. 
Through breezy tree-tops jocuid yoices 

thriUed, 
And, deep in slumberous caverns of the 

ocean, 
Wild echo heard, and with an airy 

motion 
Tossed back the greeting of a heart o'er- 

fiUed 
With gladness, and that speaks it o'er and 

o'er. 

Till bliss can say no more. 

The waves that whispered on the listening 
sands 

Told the glad tidings unto many lands, 

And the stars heard, and from their wan- 
dering isles 

Dropt down the blessing of their golden 
smiles. 

V rv. 

Touched by the lightning of the ]!iiaker*s eyes 

He spake in prophecies. 
Interpreting the earth, the sea, the skies-— 

All that in nature is of mysteiy, 
And that in man is dark, 

All that the perfect future is to be, 
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And the bare trees stretched forth their 
stiffened arms 
To the wan sky, in pale and speechless 
prayer. 

VI. 

Speak softly here, and softly tread. 
For all the place is holy ground 

Where nature's love enshrines her dead. 
And earth with blessing folds them xoimd. 

He rests at last : the world far-off 

May riot in her mad excess. 
But now her plaudit and her scoff 

To him alike are nothingness. 

He learned in depths where virtue fell, 
The heights to which the soul may rises 

He sounded the abyss of hell, 
He scaled the waUs of paradise. 

What else ? Till every wandering star 
In heaven's blue vault be cold and dim. 

Our faithful spirits, following far, 
Walk in the li^t that falls from him. 



HOMEWAED BOUND. 

Ok roseate shores, in evening's glow, 
With pulsing music soft and sweet, 



it doe's 








aL 



PAKSIBS AND ROSEMABT. 99 

The hopes that time conld ne'er fulfil, 
And only death and nature can I 

There peace shall touch the eyes of grief, 
And mercy soothe the heart of pain ; 

And every bud, and flower, and leaf 
That withered here shall bloom again I 

Ah, sailor to the golden realm. 

With hope's glad haven clear before. 
Why muse beside the idle helm, 

With Ustless glances back to shore ? 
night hovers o'er his trackless way. 

To blot the stars and dim the land ; 
What voice is at his heart, to stay 

The signal wafture of his hand ? 

Not thus, in other days, his soul 
'Of power and trust could wander back — 
But saw the mists of time unroll, 

And angels throng the shining track ; 
Heard mystic voices, from afar. 

Of warders on the sacred coast ; 
Sprang up to meet the morning star 

And mingle with the heavenly host. 

But he has borne the rage of storms, 
Through many a slow and patient year, 

Still following those celestial forms 
That beckon and elude him here : 



T8L «iiM&t bHi<SmimBd his 

Aad toll aahdnad hig aardmnt mm^ ^ 

AbU^wbuw boDienied all hm daja 



ift Qoid upon his £q^ 
Wba 3«<on tao be fo r ever tnze ; 

Bin i^r«» Ilftve Miai joiit2i*s p K^ a to i^ ahqps 
l^iin iuwB. buyami tito disfeuit hbm; 

Jn» IteDd ba» dwred titt gKtiMEuii^ man 
IFtqat auuif & tutdfi^ cold ftui wikite, 

WtliNni^iiuEkwxtdlaenM of ^Kua ftuikMib 



Xhitt 9tnjte Uto best SDfi purast lh«B ; 
l^QioewMi blia3stzig» come too late; 
Tbn bfotai £udi tiiat life soniies; 

^^fcrftpmiH ea^'3 poiaonHi diit» 
Tb«l woontift «B»1 toctnres^ pMl a cani» 
Tbtti»aii||^b^;wue«i«embttt»edliBaii; — 

TW weeoQr^ wtstfidi^ aad repose 
Ot adrito«tr<iiieQcbed«Mttel&asi9ed; 

Xbie ull iMibuL b* ool^ kaom 
Wboee bope »^Iike bu slob-^dBftd; 

iJt tbfti cepefttoiift sptrtte boKv 
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Bemone, endimnoe, ptttieneet one — 
HIb loal hat known and borne them alL 

Ahf toaoh bim gently, winds of night, 

And ocean odouia, Tagae and strange, 
Beyiye his mom of yonng delight — 

Sapreme o'er doubt, and fear, and 
change! 
The Aiding tints of life restore. 

The wasted fires of youth relume, 
And round his radiant path once more 

Let music sound and roses bloom 1 

Long has he gazed in nature's eyes, 

Long kept the faith her glory yields, ~- 
The pageant of the starry skies, 

The flowery pomp of spangled fields, 
The fragrant depth of woodland ways. 

White in the moon, or dusk and dim. 
And lonely mountain tops that blaze 

Thioui^ sunset lustre, vast and grim. 

Long has he bowed at nature's shrine — 
Shall nature's soul desert him now ? 

Ah I shine again, thou star divine, 
And touch with light his darkening 
browl 

Tlurag^ pleasures pall, though idols fall. 
Though wisdom end in long regret. 






> liDCOiB cooqiBBift p^jB for an. 



Jol ^Igtoi sod iaois^ nie the gde ; 
^tensj^r jp«««Sn^ £ir ai sea, 

w^tte .iQ»i iSiaar. a kmfnm g sail ! 
Olw ^aMKttC :w«iu sew- jciir to s|g^ 
")liii it£*3i^ ^nxii aa»i jcean^s loar ; 
«MRa >▼ Xeicy'^ b«aci3n4ig)it. 



I <j^;fcsiMam» '.mil} jiwajqa» mmaaiet iili^t, 
1ft Uiit QK^ lS)iiutti >/£ uitp«ial Jane. 

Vj^p^yutt ^itjtk ;UttJ>iR; MaMiKii wild^ o*er 
Wlitk vxiiitaWtt i»«e« : amitbe longmg Hazs 
Wi||^ IM» v^ Iji^ upooL ^tenr c i a Btet ed 



Al^om BW 9immI t2te amse ^asH o< heavm. 
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Her way to higher spheres ; that path which 

seems 
A coronet of silver, gemmed with stais^ 
And bound upon the forehead of the nig^t. 
There, as I lay, the musical south wind 
Shook all the roses into murmurous life, 
And poured their &agrance o'er me, in a 

shower 
Of crimson mist ; and softly, through the 

mist. 
Came a low, sweet, enchanting melody, 
A far-ofi echo from the land of dreams. 
Which with delicious languor filled the air. 
And steeped in bliss the senses and the 

soul. 
Then rose a shape, a dim and ghostly shape, 
Whereto no feature was, nor settled form, 
A shadowy splendour, seeming as it came 
A pearly summer cloud, shot through and 

through 
With faintest rays of sunset ; yet within 
A spirit dwelt ; and, floating from within, 
A murmur trembled sweetly into words : «- 
I am the ghost of a most lovely dream, 
Which haunted, in old days, a poet's mind. 
And long he sought for, wept, and prayed 

for me ; 
And searched through all the chambers of 

his soul. 
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And iearohfid the aeeret places of the earth. 
The lonely forest and the lonely shore ; 
And listened to the voices of the sea, 
What time the pale stars shone, and mid- 
night cold 
Slept on the dark waves whispering at his 

feet; 
And sought the mystery in a human form, 
Amid the haunts of men, and found it not ; 
And looked in woman's fond, bewildering 

eyes. 
And mirrored there his own, and saw no 

sign: 
But only in his sleep I came to him, 
And gave him fitful glimpses of my face. 
Whereof he after sang, in sweetest words ; 
Then died, and came to me. But evermore. 
Through lonely days and passion-haunted 

nights, 
A life of starlight gloom, do poets seek 
To rend the mystic veil that covers me. 
And evermore they grasp the empty air. 
For only in their dreams I come to them, 
And give them fitful glimpses of my face, 
And lull them, siren-like, with words of 

hope — 
That promise, sometime, to their ravished 

eyes. 
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Beaaty, the secret of the mihreney 
The thought that giyes the aonl eternal 
peace. 

Then the voice ceased, and only, through 

the mist, 
The shaken roses murmured, and the wind. 



LETHE. 

I. 

SwBXT obliyion, blood of grape, 
Let me take thy hue and shape 1 
Flood this heavy heart of mine 1 
Turn it into ruddy wine 1 
Through my veins, with golden £^ow, 
Airy spirit, flash and flow 1 
Deify this dod of clay 1 
Waft my willing soul away 1 

n. 

Dark and sad my fancies are— 
Tked of peace and tired of war. 
Joke of jester, prank of clown. 
Weigh my heavy eyelids down. 
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An philosopliiM aie drear ; 
Music's jugoD. in my ear ; 
TIndlfss tides of emi>ty talk 
Babble roand me where I walk ; 
I am deafened by the din 
That the worid is wrangling in. 

III. 

Prince of sunrise, fiery wine, 
Let me lose my soul in thine I 
Ck»e my eyes and stop my tears 
T6 all a mortal sees or hears : — 
Soil of drams, and clash of swords, 
Ftetfal snarl of angry words, 
Chorch, and state, and bond, and free, 
Party, creed, and i>oli<7. 
Tattle, prattle, laog^ and groan. 
Crosier, sceptre, flag, and throne, 
Garxaloos and grand debate 
Which of mcdes is small or great, 
Whom to pvay for, who shall pray, 
And iHiat agfle critics say. 

IT. 

San of rabies, radiant wine, 
Meh my being into thine I 
So my dream of death shall Uesa 
Memory with f orgetfalnc 
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No more weary, wasting thought 
On a past so folly-fraught ! 
No more dreams of love-lit eyes, 
Silken hair and tender sighs, 
And wild kisses sweet, that shake 
The frame of being 1 — poor mistake I 
Nor that other, just as poor, — 
Toil for praise of sage or boor ; 
Fire, that burnishes a crown. 
Fire, that bums a kingdom down. 
Fire, that ravages his breast. 
Who takes ambition for its guest I 
But at last, instead of these, 
Sunset cloud and evening breeze, 
Holy starlight shining dim. 
Organ wail and vesper hymn. 
Cypress wreath and asphodels, 
Gentle toll of distant bells, — 
All that makes the sleex>er blest 
In a bed of endless rest. 

V. 

When this farce of life is o'er. 
Are we fretted any more ? 
Do they rest, I'd like to know, 
Under grass or under snow, 
Who have gone that silent way 
Tou and I must go, some day ? 







JLI 
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A breath, a mist, a ghost of light, 
To rise and vanish in the night, — 
Unseeing all, by all unseen, 
And being as I had not been. 



THE WHITE FLAG. 

I. 

Bbino poppies for a weary mind 
That saddens in a senseless din, 

And let my spirit leave behind 
A world of riot and of sin, — 

In action's torpor deaf and blind. ' 

Bring poppies — that I may forget ! 

Bring poppies — that I may not learn I 
But bid the audacious sun to set, 

And bid the peaceful starlight bum ; 
0*er buried memory and regret. 

Then will the slumberous grasses grow 
Above the bed wherein I sleep ; 

While winds I love will softly blow, 
And dews I love will softly weep, 

0*er rest and silence hid below. 
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Is death indeed a full defence 

Against the tyranny of care ? 
Or is it craellest pretence ? 

And, if an hour of peace draws nigh. 
Shall we, who know the arts of war, 

Tom from the field and basely fly, 
Nor take what fate reserves us for. 

Because we dream 'twere sweet to die ? 

What shall the untried warriors do. 
If we, the battered veterans, fail ? 

How strive, and suffer, and be true. 
In storms that make our spirits quail, 

Except our valour lead them through ? 

Though for ourselves we droop and tire. 
Let us at least for them be strong. 

^Tis but to bear familiar fire ; 
Life at the longest is not long. 

And peace at last will crown desire. 

So, Death, I will not hear thee speak I 
But I will live and still endure 

All storms of pain that time can wreak. . . . 
My fiag be white because His pure, 

And not because my soul is weak 1 
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THE SCEPTRE. 

Thx daik'ning shadows eastwaid slope 
And eyening, with her dewy um. 

Quenches the beacon orb of hope. 
To let the stars of patience bum. 

Hie paths grow dim, the low wmds sig^ 
Hie fluttering bird-notes faint and fail. 

And slowly up the sombre sky 
The sad moon wanders, cold and pale. 

Yet on for many a weary mile 
Our pilgrim marches still must wend. 

Through brier and flood, by lane and stile, 
Before we reach our journey's end. 

What word will cheer the jaded nerye ? 

What thought inspire, as on we fiure, 
The baffled mind, so prone to swerve 

Beneath the leaden wings of care ? 

Ah, nature, when she made her toy, — 
This wayward child of fire and day, 

The sport of every fickle joy 
That ripples through his fleeting day, — 

Gave him a fancy swift to breed 
Delusive dreams for every hour — 
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Sirens tliat beckon and recede, 
And phantom moods of bliss and power. 

Some from the stars and flowers distil 
The faith that these not vainly shine, — 

That whispering wood and rock-crowned 
hiU 
And murmuring stream are all divine. 

Some for a vanished love bewail — 
Her eyes, the starry orbs of fate, 

And voice, more rich than summer gale, 
That make the heaven in which they wait 

Some, self-enamoured, seem so dear, 
So sacred in their own kind eyes. 

They cannot doubt what blossoms here 
Must bloom again in paradise. 

Some from the written lore of sage 
Evolve and shape the eternal plan ; 

Some boldly vaunt the inspired page 
And claim immortal life for man. 

So onward down the dark ravine, — 
Dim phantoms in a phantom night, — 

We wander toward a realm unseen 
Where nothing dwells but love and light. 

B 
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Vain dreuiiB I of mortiJ fnSHj wwof^ 
And niiinftlftiw diead of nAmeleflB ill 1 

Man's Bceptre la the regnant thought 
And towering calm of human will 1 

One lesson comes to all that live. 
One final truth their lives declare, — 

That earth has nought but toil to give, 
And nought to teach but how to bear : 

The chastened calm of dumb assent, 
Though hope should wither or should 
bloom. 

Blind to all purpose or event, 
And silent, *neath the eyes of doom. 

This, only this, remains of all 
The morning pomp of young belief-— 

That man, else nature's abject thrall, 
In royal will is nature's chief. 

Thought falters, faith is dazed with fear. 
Earth keeps her secret, death is dumb : 

This simply bears its burden here. 
And dauntless fronts whatever may come. 

As some tall ship that braves the storm-— 
Straight out to sea her prow is bent» 
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Where, Inoken on her stalwart form, 
The foriee of the surge are spent: 

Or, torn by rock and whehned by waTe, 
Exultant when her doom is met. 

She rears above her ocean grave 
And sinks with every standard set 



nsr A CHUKCHTAED. 

I. 

Trb lonesome wind of autamn grieves ; 

The northern lights are seen ; 
October sheds her changing leaves 

Upon the churchyard green, 
Where, sitting pensive in the sun, 

While fading grasses wave, 
I watch the crickets leap and run. 

Upon a stranger's grave. 

n. 

There is no si^ of fluttering leaf. 

No sob of rustling grass ; 
Hie breeses o*er this place of grief 

In breathless whisper pass ; 
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BETOKD THE DAEK. 

Thbbb'b a region afar from eaith 
Should be very happy to-day ; 

For a sweet eonl, ilpe for its blrtlb. 
Has flawn from tta prison away. ' 
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Bat there comes a mnrmiir of t i ccg , 
Tbal wmTe their g^ hrancheB, and bring 

BkMBoms and leayes, to shake fai thebreeEey 
"FtOBk. miracnlovis spring to spring ; 

And thej whisper that an is wen. 
For the same hand is guiding ns aU« 

Whether tis felt in man's death-kneU, 
Or in antnmn leaves as they faSL 

And so many have gone bef ore. 
That the yoice of another sfdiere 

Jloats oft from o'er a saUe shore, 
And pierces the shadow of fear. 

O heart that forever is still, 

Thoa wilt ache with trouble no morey 
Kor know of the good or the iU 

Of a hmatio world's uproar 1 

Kor care for the great or the sman 

Of a strange, bewOdering life. 
That oft seems dust and ashes iU, 

And is mostly a yapd strife 1 

For the end is the peace of grass, 

And the spirit, ever to be : 
One for us to feel as we pass. 

The other encompassing thee. 
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Clouds sail and the bright waters flow, 
And our spirits must journey on ; 

But it cannot be iU to go 
The way upon which thou hast gone. 



THE AKGEL OP DEATH. 

Comb with a smile, when come thou must, 
Evangel of the world to be. 

And touch and glorify this dust, — 
This shuddering dust, that now is me, — 
And from this prison set me free 1 

Long in those awful eyes I quail. 
That gaze across the grim profound : 

Upon that sea there is no sail, 
Nor any light nor any sound 
From the far shore that girds it round: 

Only — two still and steady rays 
That those twin orbs of doom overtop ; 

Only — a tranquil, patient gaze 
That drinks my being, drop by drop. 
And bids the pulse of nature stop. 

Come with a smile, auspicious friend, 
To usher in the eternal day 1 



**l# - 
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And fliiinw ttit pilliy njiitni wmy 

Tbat bind me to this ibMXKoat oliqr I 

And let me know my aonl aUn 
To sanriM»and Uie winds of moni« 

And erery grandeur that has been 
Gttnoe this xefolgent woxkL wis |»pin«*— 
Kor longer dioop in my own soom. 

Gome, iriien the way grows dark «p4 fMH I 
Gome, when the baifled mind li iPMkt 

And in the heart the yoioe is sWk 
^Riat used in hannier dftvs to JDsak. 

Or only whispers, sadly meek. 

Gome with thy smile that dips tiie mok 
Thy i^tying heart and gentie haodf 

To waft me, trom my vigQ done, 
To peace, that waits on thy commii¥t 
In some yet ondisooyeied land. 



••o*- 



THE SiaKAL UQHT. 

Tte lonely saikw, when the nif^ 
0*er ooean*s shimmering waste desoendSi 

Sets at tiie peak Mi signalHi^ 
And fondly dieaas of absssl frifnds, 
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Starless tiie sky aboTO him l»oocfai, 
Pathless the waves beneath him swell ; 

Through peril's spectral solitudes 
That beacon flares — and all is welL 

So, on the wandering sea of years, 
When now the evening closes roond, 

I show the signal flame that cheers, 
And scan the wide horizon's boond. 

The night is dark, the winds are loud. 
The black waves follow, fast and far ; 

Yet soon may flash, through mist and cloud. 
The radiance of some answering star. 

Haply across the shuddering deep, 
One moment seen, a snowy sail 

May dart with one impetuous leap. 
And pass with one exultant haH 1 

And I shall dearly, sweetly know. 
Though storm be fierce and ocean drear, 

That somewhere still the roses blow. 
And hearts are true, and friends are near. 

Each separate on the eternal main. 
We seek the same celestial shore : 

Sometimes we part to meet again, 
Sometimes we part to meet no more. 



.■ i'S •# 



'# 



Audi ouPtleM as • ekild fli fl^Ft 

Too oft, with eold tnd iMyesmrm, 

And 8l(Hiy pride of izon iwBJt 
W« bid the TOioe of love be etm. 
And thmat the cop of jQjr cwaf . 

Ho comfort hmmti the yeUow leal 1. 

Wait not tUl, bndDBii, cdd« Mid i«% 
TIm aid heiirt pines, in bopelsM giiil^ 

For one eweat Toioe it naad la 



Thought has its thnme, and power its glow, 
And wealth will bless, and bean^ please; 

But the best bonis that life can kiunr 
Are rose*orowned horns of raixth and ease. 

Let laughter leap from evexy 11^ I 
To mnsic torn the perfumed air t 

Te golden pennons, glance and di^t 
Ye crimson bannera, flash and flare I 

On them no more the tempest ifooum 
Whose freed and royal spirits know 

To froUo where the lUao WooBwi 
And leifel whsis te lPP0ii^h|BPiil ^ a >^ 
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But, MgjtLtB of heaTon aboye them Um, 
Ab oyer Bilyer seas they glide — 

One hearty one hope, one fate, one bliss — 
To peace and silence, side 1^ side. 



SYMBOLS. 

Not only to giye light those tmis 
Of golden fire adorn the skies I 

Not for her yision only bums 
The i^ory of a woman's eyes 1 

But in those flames and that fine glance 

Th' aathentio flags of heayen adyance. 

In them we know oar life diyine. 
For which th* mmmnbered phinets roll ! 

Action and suffering are but sign : 
Within the shadow dwells the soul ; 

And till we rend this earthly thrall 

We do not truly liye at alL 



ASHES. 

[WsrmM DC THX Shakbspbaxb Chu>ch at Snutw 

PORI>-UPON-AvON.] 

No eyes can see man's destiny completed 
Saye His, who made and knows th* eter- 
nal plan: 



n* 





D)poii this ludloiPidgnMHl 
Tht lif • thit 
•IL 

TbtN it not anytliing of 

Tluil OTor lo?6 deploradori 
Ho glid fnUOment tnd no 

Bijond the pictured tniih tipft i;|ilni 
epewedrew. 

All lhlB§i eve iftid and done^ 




TIm mteaui didi onwaid nd ttogMKi 
windeblow, 
Umio eonee no newthingin the iradd, nd 



▲ ^rotee like hii, ^ait eeems to nefce it 10. 

lUMthin thrlMi oropDOett^oriMiiM^ 
fiki H end beer it and esteem it lOei^ ; ^ 

Iw ot eU enima Uial efer wtt» a^iaan|M 
IIm emm el itoq^ peiie»iMi W»1S^ 




FAXSnia AltD BOflKHABT. 

THE PASSING BELL AT 
STEATfOBD. 

[It B A TmADinoH ih SntATi'oBD'ijroN-Avoii that 
TB> Sbu. op the Guiuu Chapel was tollbq it 

TUB DbATH AND FUNEHAL OF SHAKEsrEAU.] 

SwKBT bell o( Stratford, tolling slow, 
In Bununer gloaming's golden glow, 
I hear and feel thy voice divine, 
And all my soul roaponds to thine. 

Ab now I hear thee, even so, 
My ShakeBpeare heard thee long ^o, 
When lone by Avon's pensive stream 
He wandered, in his haunted dream: 

Heard thee — and far his fancy iped 
Through epectral caverns of the dead, 
And strove — and strove in vain — to pierce 
The aecret of the nniverso. 

As now thou monmest didst tbou moom 
On that sad da? when he was borne 
Through the green aisle of honied limes, 
To rest beneath the chambered oblmes. 



J 



vi6 \ 

Aiiii» teid ton an tba bonds of 
S» tavr tba ftwftil neiet then. 



:$WMlMlof Stawtford, toIl» and be 

sH IMI gMtfc boor wbon I shftll know 
rtln (iiiiiriifmon his footsteps gou 



HEiLYEN'S HOUB. 




Cvt t ^McigiH :^ — oo^ nerer wbile mj kmiI 
^;>^iidi> WMMttbcr — tbst impor isl «igi*t 
^'ytwtfc Hlffimill lbs apscfezal duocb Ibssid 

tVsi» ^Mt|pHllMISS <lf I^OTfy ud WJ rif^t 

t%lcvbb«ii bfc ttf bssct» sad tbiough the 



tn« fill HbMls weodand^ end a dsaHiIy 

>r^M«# sll iiir bsteip^lbs STitaaoaB ttoffl 
V^Mt IsttHlbs ^«M ttMHUBt oC tibi deed t 
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Yet not the dead, bat, strayed from heav- 
enly bowers, 

Pure sonls that live with other life than 
ours: 

For sore I am that ecstasy of sound 

Lured one sweet spirit from his holy 
ground. 

Who dwells in the perpetual land of flowers. 



THE MEREY MONAECH. 

It oomes into my mind, in a genial mood. 
When the worlds of my being, without 
and within, 
Are pensively happy, in all that Is good, 
Undouded by care and untempted by 
sin, — 
If the gods would but grant me my dearest 
desire, 
As sometimes I think them propitious to 
do. 
That I shouldn't sit here, looking into the 
fire, 
And dreaming, my love, as Pm dreaming 
of yon. 



itaoia I te Hdnkfaig, M MmotiiiiM I 



S i^ircidBlHidbiitiiiademeliia thing I 
Dm m stttion of xmic, in a would foil of 



a nhttnm and sutaUe statioa for 



Ite wraiid cwr a imcr drift into my brain 
P«c thf laxxrel that buds are so wishful 

TWa dn^kums imcidon for labour and pain, 
T^iM MQT^ toEbhange for the natmal hair. 

i^-rnkd oax«, if I bad my own 



F.Y Ui# siosn ctr the anudune, the yea or 

BftV XMR^ oantosB and peifeetiy gay, 
1 ccftli ke the worid go as it wanted to 

I iiKwU at^ Miihcr xx^mb^ nor station, nor 
Foww: 
nsj are chaneM* they happen, and there 

Bst a heart that beats happily eTery hour 
lia god*a xieheit gift, is a maa*a traest 
friend. 




And that's what I'd have ! For tl 
ing I pray I 
A spirit so gentle and easy and bright, 
It would gladden with sunshine the Bonni- 
est day. 
And with magical splendour illuiuine the 

I oonld envy no potentate nnder the sun. 
However snbiiiiie miglit that potentate be t 

For I'd live, the iUuatrioua monarch of fun, - 
And the reet o£ the world aliould be happ7 
with me. 

I'd be gold in the sonahine and silver in 
showeiB ; 
I'd be rainboWB, and clouds all of pnrple 
and pearl ; 
And the fairisH of fan should laugh out of 
the flowers, 
And the jolly old earth should be all in a 
whirl I 
The brooka ehould trill music, the leave* 
dance in glee. 
And old ocean should bellow with aorlf 
delight : 
0, bnt wouldn't it be a. rare pageant to see, 
II the gods did bat grant me my kingdom 
I to-night I 



IJO 1 

Aad I WBk it wm eaBa» ^flut 
of mine, 
Tbttl oownwitii 13i6 opsls of joDitj aei ; 

And the joj in my aool wOl be ahnort 



Wbenlfimllj teedi mjeelf liow to for- 

Fbiget erezy tzooble in which Fye a pert, 
AH the dreimt that aUnxe and the hopes 
^atbetnj; 

Oontented to wait, with a ri^t meny heart, 
For ailenoe and nig^ and the end of the 

■ 01 

BLUE AND BLACK. 

I. 

Haas's a health to the lass with the meny 

hUckeyesI 
Here's a health to the lad with the bhie 

ones! 
Hera's a hamper to lore, as it sparkles and 

flies. 

And here's joy to the hearts that are true 
ones! 

^M, joy to the hearts that are tender and 
troe, — 
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With a passion that nothing can smother 1 
To the eyes of the one, that are pensive and 
blue, 
And the merry black eyes of the other ! 

u. 

Mind tiiis now, my lad, with the sweet eyes 
of blue. 
That, whatever the graces invite yon, 
There iis nothing for you in this world that 
will do 
Bat a pahr of black eyes to delight yon : 
And mind, my gay lass, with the dear eyes 
of black, 
In a 'pair of blue eyes to discover 
That pure light of affection yon never should 
lack, — 
And you^ll always be true to yoor lover 1 

ni. 

Long, long shall yonr eyes sparkle back 
with a kiss 
To the eyes that live but to behold yon : 
Long, long shall the magic of mutual bliss 

In a heaven of rapture enfold you 1 
And forever to you shall that singer be wise. 
Whose sweet thought is the truest of true 
ones, — 






Sis •one ii Inm • vui^ inll 



TUs hmt Baaii^wBTs do J 

TUBi bean jccr bsjI ou 
TUs bean vffl tudifiil bew and itil 

Wm not iDmomu ie yoa to Mpy 
That ocfaer, daTin^ borta of tbiaei^ 

Would Uuob and flntter, etcij 
Bat this, ezoepi it bold your xing^ 

Will mutely wait with notfaii« in iL 




Oh, liapp7 bean I th&t finds ita bliss 

In pore affection consecrated I 
But happier ta,i the. heart, like this. 

That Iieeds not whether lone or mat«d ; 
That Elands onmoTed in beauty's eyes. 

That knows not if you leave or t^e it, 
Tliat is not hurt though you despise. 

And quite unconscious when you break it. 



That other heart would bum and freeze, 
And plague, and hamper, and perplex yo<^ 

But this will always stand at ease, 
And never pet and never vex you. 

Go, empty heart 1 and if aKe lift 
Tour little lid this prayer deliTer: 

'Ah, look with kindness on the gift, 
E- And think with kindness on the giver.' 



THE NIGHT WIND. 

The night- vrind that soba in the treee — 
Ah, would that my spirit could tell 
What an infinite meaning it breathos. 
What a sorrow and longing it wakes ! 

BtniuabUchflr. Beptcmbsr 1, ISDO. 
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NEVER. 

Tn MTO leaTM nutle in the moaning Uart, 
Tbe dreacy rain is pattering on the roof, 
8ad bella, far off, toU through the twilig^ 
honre — 
And I shall nerer see thy face again 1 

Tlie ahadowB deepen, bat there oomea no 

dawn; 
And throng the dark I hear the matling 

robe 
Of the grim angel that has Teiled my esree — 
NeTer to see thy gloiioaa face again I 



V. 
AT VESPER TIME. 



V. 
AT VESPER TIME. 



AT ANCHOR. 

I. 

WuiLB pale with rage the wild surf springs 

Athwart the harbour bar, 
The safe ships fold their snowy wings, 

Beneath the evening star: 
In this calm haven rocked to sleep. 

All night they swing and sway, 
Till mantles o*er the morning deep 

The golden blush of day. 

II. 
Here, safe from every storm of fate, 

From worldly strife and scorn. 
Thus let me fold my hands and wait 

The coining of the mom ; 
While all night long, o*er moon-lit turf, 

The wind brings in from far 
The moaning of the baffled surf 

Athwart the harbour bar. 
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IS^ YEACE. 






Fse ks^ £EaB»d for m lilde 
T9 be ccmaKuoH of 



For gftin and povo; in wliidk all liiei 



t 



But here ifiufmbcred dimly, in n dnwiin, 
ikj aomeUung fretfiid that halh eeaaed to 



How, wben time lapaea fikn m gaij0e 



Hid in the woodland's heart, and I fotget 
To note its mnaic and its ailfer f^eam. 

m. 
Bat nerer, neTer let me eeaae to know, 
O wfaiepeting woods and daisy-opnnkled 
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The beauty and the peace that yon bestow, 

When the wild fevers of ambition pass, 
Ind the worn spirit, in its gloom and grief, 
iinks on yonr bosom and there finds relief ! 



••0*' 



THE GOLDEN SILENCE. 

What though I sing no other song ? 

What thon^ I speak no other word ? 
Is silence shame ? Is patience wrong ? — 

At least one song of mine was heard : 

One echo from the mountain afar. 
One ocean murmur, glad and free— - 

One sign that nothing grand or f afar, 
In all this world was lost to me. 

I will not wake the sleeping lyre ; 

I will not strain the chords of tiiou^t ; 
The sweetest fruit of all desire 

Comes its own way, and comes unsought. 

Though all the bards of earth were dead. 
And all their music passed away. 

What nature wishes should be said 
8he*ll find the ri^^tful yoice to say t 
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Her heart is in the shimmering IbbI^ 
The drifting cloud, the lonely akj^ 

And all we know of bliss or grief 
8he speaks, in forms that cannot die. 

The mountain peaks that shine afar, 
The silent stars, the pathless sea, 

Are living signs of all we are. 
And types of all we hope to be. 



to* 



EGEEIA. 

Thb star I worship shines alone, 
In native grandeur set apart ; 

Its light, its beauty, all my own. 
And imaged only in my heart. 

The flower I love lifts not its face 
For other eyes than mine to see ; 

And, having lost that sacred grace, 
*Twould have no other charm for me. 

The hopes I bear, the joys I feel. 
Are silent, secret, and serene ; 

Pure is the shrine at which I kneel, 
And purity herself my queen. 



AT VESPER TIME. I4I 

I would not have an impious gaze 
Profane the altar where are laid 

My hopes of nobler, grander days, 
By heayen inspired, by earth betrayed. 

I would not have the noontide sky 
Four down its bold, obtrusive light 

Where all the springs of feeling lie. 
Deep in the soul*s celestial ni^t. 

Far from the weary strife and noise, 
The tumult of the great to-day, 

I guard my own congenial joys. 
And keep my own sequestered way. 

For all that world is cursed with care ; 

Has nothing holy, nothing dear, 
No light, no music anywhere, — 

It will not see, it will not hear. 

But thou, sweet sj^t, viewless power, 
Whom I have loved and trusted long, — 

In pleasure's day, in sorrow's hour, — 
Muse of my life and of my song ; 

Breathe softly, thou, with peaceful voice. 
In my soul's temple, vast and dim 1 

In thy own perfect joy rejoice. 
With morning and with evening hymn I 



J^^^ 
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No radiant towen in distance rise, 
On soaring mountains strong and g^ad ; 

No gorgeous banners flaunt the skies, — 
But all the scene is calm and sad. 

Yet here and there, along the plain, 
A flower lights up the fading grass ; 

And whispering wind and rustling rahi 
Make gentle music as I pass. 

And now and then a happy foce, 
And now and then a cheerful thought 

Give to the scene a pensive grace, 
The sweeter that it comes unsought. 

And, looking past all earthly ill, 
I dimly see my place of rest, — 

A lowly palace, dark and still, 
And sacred to the weary guest. 



—o^ 



OLD DAYS AND LOVES. 

BosT days of youth and fancy, 
Happy hours of long ago 1 

Ah, the flickering sunbeam Tisions— 
How th^ wayer to and fro 1 
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Sdvpin^ in diiiir mi^kiw ipfeodoiir; 
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Green be tlien the tender memory 

Of the past, forever sped. 
So that youth may be immortal. 

Though its days and dreams are dead 1 



THE SEQUEL. 

Thx moonbeams on the water sleep, 

In breathing light ; 
And tender thoughts and memories keep 

My soul to-night. 

Shades of sweet hours, forever gone. 

Return unsought. 
And waves of mournful joy dance on 

The stream of thought. 

A dreamy fragrance seems to rise 

From other years — 
A solemn bliss, that dims the eyes 

With happy tears. 

Life wears the glow of tobj grace 

That first it wore. 
And smiles are lit on many a face 

That smiles no more. 

K 
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Tbac once wen mme, 
Itmi anld laog ayne. 
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Shine gtan, sob waves, and murmnr blast, 

And night-dews, weep I 
To wait is left me, and at last 

The dreamless sleep. 



■«o^ 



THE NIGHT WATCH. 

I. 

BnmATR the midnight moon of May, 

Throoj^ dusk on either hand, 
One sheet of silver, spreads the bay, 

One crescent jet the land ; 
The black ships mirrored in the stream 

Their ghostly tresses shake — 
When will the dead world cease to dream ? 

When will the morning break ? 

II. 

Beneath a night no longer May, 

Where only cold stars shine, 
One glimmering ocean, spreads away 

This hannted life of mine ; 
And, shattered on the frozen shore. 

My harp can never wake — 
When will this night of death be o'er f 

When will the morning break ? 



T3a ■<■ ^^^> 
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l^ken, *twcm]d make my soolivjoiee ; 
But now I oaanot ghre h Toioe. 

Onoe in these yefaui the blood was wann ; 

With azdent hope this heart beat high ; 
And the great gales that proudly storm 

The loftiest ramparts of the sky 
Were not more daring, fierce, and strong 
Than tliis now silent soul of song. 

But wasted now that youth of gold, 
Kot heaven itself again could give ; 

And he to die may well be bold 
Who is not bold enough to live — 

In liaunted silence of disgrace, 

Where hushed thy voice and veiled thy 
face. 

Ah, come no more to do me wrong, 
Id. twili^t hours of tender dream. 

When this worn spirit seems less strong 
Than evening mist that shrouds the 
stream. 

Thou^ love be dead, at least retain 

Some pity for thy lover^s pain : 

Remembering still, though all be past, 
That thou and I clasped hands in youth: 



^ 91? 
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How loon thy sorrow would depart^ 
U word of mine could soothe thy heart I 

n. 

Somewhere, some day, we meet agahi 1 
Think this— and be this thoo^t relief 1 

In life I have not brought thee pain ; 
In death I most not bring thee grief. 

Strew with the flowers of hope my pall. 

And gently mourn, or not at all I 



-•©•- 



INCENSE. 

TsuB heart! upon the current of whose 

love, 
My days, like roses in a summer brook, 
Float by, in fragrance and in melody. 
Take these — unworthy symbols of my soul. 
Made precious by the heavenly faith of 

thine I 
Tftkethem: and, though a face of pain looks 

through 
The marble yeil of words, thy heart will 

know 
That what was shadow once is sunshine 

now. 
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VI. 
TBIBUTE AND GOIIMOMTION. 



VI. 
nUBUTE AND COMIMOMnON. 



GEOBGE ABNOLD. 

[Grbbmwood, Norember 13, 1865.] 

Bbhxath the still November sky, 
With nature's peace and beauty blest, 

We pat onr selfish sorrow by, 
And laid onr comrade down to rest. 

Best — in the morning of his days 1 
Best — when his heart had jnst began 

To feel the warmth of ripening praise, 
The radiance of the rising son 1 

Best — to a strong and stately mind. 
That rose all common flights above 1 

Best — to a heart as true and kind 
As ever glowed with hnman love 1 

And ronnd him, dimly, throng onr grief. 
In every nataral sound we heard — 

"55 



156 

In wlilqMrfaig grass, and nistliDg leait 
And sighing wind — the same sweet woid: 

Best I And we did not break the spell 

By holy nature woTen roond 
The fading form we left to dwell 

Forever in her hallowed ground. 

No hjrmns were sung, no prayers were said 
Save what onr loving hearts coold say» 

When, mutely gazing on the dead. 
We blessed him ere we tamed away : 

Back to the round of daily care 
That seems so vacant to us now, 

Bemembering what repose was there. 
What peace, upon his marble brow. 

And so we left him, — neyermore 

To see, in sunshine or in rain. 
The semblance of the form he wore 

Whose loss has steeped our souls in pahi. 

But, long as skies of autumn smile, 
And long as clouds of autumn weep. 

Or autumn leaves their splendours pila 
In sorrow o'er their poet^s sleep ; 
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And long as violets grace the spring, 
Or June-bom roses blush and blow, 

Or pale stars shine, or south winds sing. 
Or tides of summer ebb and flow ; 

80 long shall live their poet's name. 
When rest these broken hearts of ours, — 

Embalmed in love, surpassing fame, 
With stars and leaves and clouds and 
flowers I 



■•o*- 



ADA. 

pDiXD March 4, 1874.] 

Sfrdtg will return and woods grow gieen 

From shore to shore ; 
But she, unseeing and unseen. 

Returns no more. 

Low in the ground her sleep is sweet, 

And dark, and long : 
Ko more she treads, with wandering feet, 

Our maze of wrong. 

Ko more the world's rebuke can fret 
Her soul's repose ; 



woo her to f oigBt 
H«r bitter 



» wfll aol etir, nor speak, nor heed, 

TImq^ eyes that weep, 
it tORow-elzicken hearts this^ bleed, 
her sleep. 



^ be )t mine* aboTe her pall, 

T» shed one tear, 
il i(Mk one wwd of love, that all 

Tb# worid may hear. 

ko^MW^ place in that fond breast 

*Twae ttine to hold : 
utility U»ned noes who knew her best 

That bMit of gold. 



aacire kind than atimibers are 
X^ i^y«e that griefe ; 
idL l&ke the constant northern star, 
COnld ne'^ deo^Ts. 

M« was no acnow on the earth 
Bnt touched her henit ; 

d la aU 9entl«v chOdttke mirth 
She boie her part. 
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Tbere was no goodness bat it won 

Her reveient praise ; 
And fan of kind deeds, simply done, 

Were all her days. 

She strove, throogh troable*s lasting blight, 

For pathways smooth ; 
And many hands she f oand to smite. 

And few to soothe. 

A child, whom crael want has made 

A thing forlorn. 
Stretching its little hands, for aid. 

To eyes that scorn ; 

And wandering throogh the winter nig^t. 

For beggar^s dole. 
Is not more piteoos in its plight 

Than was her sooL 

Yet did she hope, and toil, and wait, 

Heayen^s will to know, 
TQl came the awfal stroke of fate 

That laid her low. 

Sleep softly, softly, trae and tried, 

Where troables cease ; 
And take at last, what life denied. 

Death's gift of peace. 



l60 WAm>BSKBS. 

JOHN BROUGHAM. 

[JOMB 4, X874.] 

Ir bads by hopes of spring aie blessed 

That sleep beneath the snow, 
And hearts by coming joys caressed, 

Which yet they dimly know, — 
On fields where England^s daisies gleani. 

And Ireland^s shamrocks bloom. 
To-day shall summer, in her dream. 

Be glad with thoughts of Brougham. 

To-day, o*er miles and miles of sea, 

Beneath the jocund sun. 
With merrier force and madder glee 

The bannered winds shall run : 
To-day great waves shall ramp and reel. 

And clash their shields of foam, 
With bliss to feel the coming keel 

That bears the wanderer home I 

For he that (loved and honoured here — 

God bless his silver head t) 
0*er many a heart, for many a year, 

The dew of joy has shed. 
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Longs for the land that gave him birth, 

Turns back to boy again, 
And, bright with all the flags of mirth, 

SfUls homeward o*er the main. 

Ah, well may winds and waves be gay* 

And flowers and streams rejoice, 
And that sweet region far away 

Become one greeting voice ; 
For he draws backward to that place, 

Who ne'er, by deed or art. 
Made darkness in one human face. 

Or sorrow in one heart ! 

He comes, whom all the rosy sprites 

That roond Thalia throng 
Have tended dose through golden nights 

Of laughter, wit, and song ; 
Whom love's bright angels still have 
known — 

He ne'er forgot to hear 
The helpless widow's suppliant moan. 

Or dry the orphan's tear. 

Where boughs of oak and willow toss. 
His life's white pathway flows — 

With many an odour blown across. 
Of lily and of rose. 

L 
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ni8 gentle life that blewlngB enmn 

Is fame no chanoe can dim ; 
'We honour manhood's best renown 

When now we honour him. 

Grief may stand silent in the eye. 

And silent on the lip, 
When, poised between the sea and sky, 

Dips down the fading ship ; 
But there's one charm his heart to keep 

And hold his constant mind-* 
He'll find no love beyond the deep 

Like that he leaves behind I 

So, to thy breast, old ocean, take 

This brother of our soul 1 
Ye winds, be gentle for his sake 1 

Ye billows, smoothly roll ! 
And thou, sad Ireland, green and taix^ 

Across the waters wild 
Stretch forth strong arms of loving caie. 

And guard thy cherished child I 

And whether back to us he drift, 

Or pass beyond our view. 
Where life's celestial mountains lift 

Their peaks above the blue — 
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His Will be done irhose gracious ivill. 

Through all our mortal fret, 
The sacred blessing leayes us stilly — 

To love, and not forget. 

■ 01 



JOHN LAWEENCE TOOLE. 

[August 6, 1874.] 

I. 
A FBSFuicB that all sense delights 
Enchants ns most on sommer nights, 
And mnsic, natore^s kindest boon. 
Is sweetest *neath the smnmer moon : 
For summer night and moonlight gi^e 
Quiet and grace, in which we live ; 
In which alone the prisoned soul 
Fmds, if not words, at least control, 
And, for a moment, lifts us far 
To realms where saints and angels are. 
80 friendship's soft and tender voice 
Sounds clearest when our hearts rejoice : 
For, when contentment warms the heart, 
DuU thoughts and sordid cares depart — 
By love exhaled — and in their place 
Bums the rich glow of peace and grace. 
And then we see each other clear ; 
The voice within the voice we hear ; 



mnEEsL of 



DC aamE ancred di^, 
DC Ji^vBd HBBK. wSkaoL scvr. 



Aaifl Kflc Alnh ncjoicclwii^; 



Tp thtt pgM Sfe rf pHM Mid 
Ttex iK^er £fe tibaa Bf^ or aoond. 



T^at thnDft and cxo«M Uhb feiul iKMT I 



*Tis sanmier, and Uie ^^kxm ii linglit. 
And perfect g^adnesB mlea Uie nj^it, 
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A silver voice, across the sea, 
In tender accents whispers sweet — 
* Be kind to him whom now you greet I 
At England's fireside altar-stone 
His fame is prized, his virtae known : 
To England's heart his name is dear ; 
To him she gives her smile, her tear ; 
She loves him for his rosy mirth ; 
She loves him for his manly worth ; 
She knows him bright as morning dew ; 
She knows him faithful, tender, true ; 
Her hope comes with him o'er the deep, — 
With him to smile, with him to weep. 
Ah, give him friendship that endures, 
And take him from her heart to yours.' — 

lU. 

That voice is heard. By deed and cheer, 
We give him loyal welcome here 1 
In art's fair garden, where we stand. 
We take him by the strong right hand ; 
In friendship's cup the pledge we drain. 
And bind him fast in friendship's chain. 
Honour the man, whate'er his stage, 
Who wields the arts to cheer the age I 

rv. 

Ah, comrades, if I could but say 
(To point and close this humble lay) 
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What other Toioes float to me, 
Acro68 another, darker sea. 
What words of cheer are wafted through 
My fimcy's realm, to him and you, — 
A music then indeed mi^t flow, 
Should make your hearts and pulses glow. 
For then would ring out, rich and deep. 
The royal tones of some who sleep, — 
The brilliant and the wise, too soon 
Snatched from our side, in manhood's noon. 
Ere genius half her vigil kept ; 
For whom our hearts and morning wept : 
And these a welcome, without stint, — 
My feeble words can only hint, — 
Should give this friend and comrade, come 
So far from kindred and from home. 
But, this denied, I prattle on, — 
The echo, when the music's gone ; 
With yet the hope that words well-meant 
May find a grace for good intent. 
With you, companions, tried and dear. 
With him, the guest that's honoured here. 
Nor will I think he views with scorn 
These rhymes of welcome, lowly bom ; 
These wild-wood roses, fahit but sweet, — 
In kindness scattered at his feet. 
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6E0B6E FAWGETT EOWE. 

[August 99, 1875.] 

I. 
At morning, when the march began, 

And hope's strong eagle wayed her wing, 
Through banks of flowers the pathway ran. 

Beneath the silyer skies of spring. 

We heard the mountain torrents call. 
Far up among the peaks of snow ; 

Our happy laughter rang through aU 
The peaceful yalleys spread below. 

Our hearts were glad, our faces gay. 
We trod the slopes with careless ^ee, 

And through the hiU-gaps, far away. 
Hailed the blue splendour of the 



We knew no peril, felt no fear. 

Nor thought how swift the moments pass : 
The sighing pines we did not hear. 

Nor our own footsteps on the grass. 

But day wears on and night is near. 
Gray banners mingle with the gold, 

Our ranks are thin, our faces drear. 
The sky is dark, the wind is cold ; 
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We liear the roaring of the waTM 
Of thftt great sea to which we tend ; 

Our thoughts are hi the wayside grares, 
And on the solemn ]oam^*s end. 

No more in vahi the phie-trees si^^ 
Fall well their mournful note is known ; 

No footsteps pass unheeded by, 
No more unheeded fall our own. 

No more we hear the joyous cries 
ReSchoed back from vale and hUl ; 

The light has faded from our eyes, 
The music of our youth is sUlL 

II. 

Not an unlearned in sorrow's lore. 
My spirit, pensive, dwells apart. 

And hears and heeds for evermore 
The dead leaves rustling in the heart 

Yet kindly fortune gives me grace, 
Through good and ill, through toil and 
pain, 

To hold in ever fond embrace 
The cherished comrades that remain I 

He, dearly prized, whose gracious fame 
Is goodness, bright beyond eclipse ; 
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He, tried and true, whose honoured name 
1b in your hearts as on your lips ; — 

He shall not, in this royal honr. 
Lack words of mine, my faith to prove ; 

And, though they be not words of power, 
They shall be words of constant love. 

His the lightr-hearted, cheery mirth — 
The snow-white bloom of blameless 
days — 

Wisdom and grace and manly worth. 
An honest mind and simple ways. 

His the pure thought, the spirit sweet, 
The wild-wood charm of graceful art. 

The sadness and the joy that meet 
In nature's own benignant heart. 

Him fortune never taught to fawn ; 

Want never sued to him in vain : 
The word is spoken and is gone. 

The gentle thought and act remain. 

On wings of deeds the soul must mount t 
When we are summoned from afar. 

Ourselves, and not our words, will count — 
Not what we said, but what we are I 
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Aht be il mine, or eoon or leie, 
Ia that great day, in that bright land. 

With him as now to take my late, 
Hiait answering heart, hand clasped in 
I 



EDGAB POE. 



[fba rmm VrnxMCA-nom or a Mcmvmarr to 
AT Baltimobb, Novkmbxk X9, 1875.] 



Cold Is the p«an honoor sings. 
And ehiU is gioiy's icy breath, 

And pale the gariand memory brings 
T6 giace the iron doors of death. 

FUne*s echoing thnnder, long and lond, 
The pomp of jiride that decks the pall. 

The plaodit of the Tacant crowd — 
Ona word of lore is worth them all t 



With dew of grief oar eyes are dim : 
Ah, let the tear of sorrow start ; 

And honoor, in oorselyes and him. 
The great and tender human heart! 

Throoi^ many a night of want and woe 
Hii frenzied q[»irit wandered wild. 



TSIBUTB AND OOMMBMORATION. I7I 

Till kind disaster laid him low. 
And love reclaimed its wayward child. 

Through many a year his fame has grown, — 
lake midnight, vast ; nke starlight, sweet ; 

Till now his genius fills a throne. 
And homage makes his realm complete. 

One meed of justice, long delayed. 
One garland yet his virtues crave I 

Ah, take, thou great and injured shade, 
The love that sanctifies the grave. 

And may thy spirit, hovering nigh, 
Pierce the dense cloud of darkness 
throu^, 

And know, with fame that cannot die, 
Thou hast the world's compassion too 1 



»o» 



THE VOICE OF THE SILENCE.* 

[RbAD BSfOSB THK SoaSTY OP THK AkMT OP THB 

Potomac, at thb Acadbmy op Music, Phila- 
dblvhxa, junb 6, x876.] 

Bbioht on the si>arkling sod to-day 
The youthful summer gleams ; 
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nt vmm in the louUi wind plaj, 
nt aliimberoiis woodland dreams: 

In folden light, *neath doods of fleece, 
^Mid blid-eonge wild and free, 

ne hhw FotcHnac flows, in peace, 
Down to the peaceful sea. 

Ko eeln from the stormy past 

Alums the placid Tale — 
Nor eannon roar, nor trumpet blast, 

Xor shattered soldier^ walL 
TVm^ nothing left to mark the strife^ 

TW tiiomph, or the pain, 
WhM« natnre to her general life 

Wbas back oar liTes again. 

Ym« in ^mr Tision, eTermore, 

BMM«th aflri^ted skies, 
With crash of sound, with reek of gore, 

TW waitial pa^seants rise : 
AttiaekvflR banners rend the air, 

IXm^ siwd» of battle nei^^ 
And ftrantk thioogb the sulphurous g^lare 

Ka^Na on the ciunson fray 1 

Not ttne WNT chance nor change can drown 
Yonr memcviee proud and hi^ 

Xor phftck your star of conquest down 
Flom gloiy^s deathkas sky I 
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For eyermoTe your fame shall bide •— 

Your Yaloor tried and true ; 
And that which makes your coantry*8 pride 

May well be pride to you ! 

Forever in the soldier's thought 

The soldier's life returns — 
Or where the trampled fields are fought, 

Or where the camp-fire bums. 
For him the pomp of morning brings 

A thrill none else can know : 
For him night wares her sable wings 

O'er many a nameless woe. 

How often, fiice to face with death, 

In stem suspense he stood, 
While bird and insect held their breath 

Witliin the ambushed wood I 
Again he sees the silent hills, 

With danger's menace grim ; 
And darkly all the shuddering rillB 

Bun red with blood, for him. 

For him the cmel sun of noon 

Glares on a bristling plain ; 
For him the cold disdainful moon 

Lights meadows rough with slain : 
There's death in every si^t he seea^ 

In every sound he hears ; 




wd, 0fming to66B6 



CNKt In fofcrod miichf 
Uw track; 
BiSJbt% lonely aiohf 
of borne come back ; 
b flMOMi; vind Uie roaes shake 

JLxiMBid kia CQOa^e^door, 
Aal imfct flMt v>f childrai make 
oaUie floor. 




Tte tonaa ^as aeTennoire on earth 

C^BL bat kia pokes lei^ 
KuBHP <Ntt i^anu in eareleaa mirth, 

Acicaa tbrt Tate of sleep ; 
Aal wkfta^ m korrent splendoury roll 

Xka vmTca ol Tkt^'a tide, 
Tbt ckoKBL coBsxadM of bia aoul 

An slonMa at kia aide 1 

Fl^t^ct ! tk« am max looe its migMi 

Xka tiiad heart beat k>w, 
Ike iOB from keftTen blot out bla Vifjtk% 

Tka wwt wind cease to Uow ; 
But» wklle oiie spark of life is warm 

Within this mookl of day. 
His aoal will re^el in the storm 

Of that tr«meiidoQa day I 
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On mountain slope, in lonel; glen, 

By fate's divine oommand. 
The blood of those devoted men 

Has sanctified the land I 
The funeral mosa — but not in grief — 

Waves o'er their hallowed rest ; 
And not in grief the laurel leal 

Drops on the hero's breast I 

Tears tor the slave, when nature's gift 

Of aU that man can be 
Wastes, like the shattered spars that drift 

Upon the unknown sea I 
Tears when the craven sinks at last, — 

No deed of valour done ; 
But no tears for the soul that past 

When honour's fight was won t 

He takes the hand of heavenly fate, 

Who lives and dies for truth 1 
Por him the holy angels wait, 

In realms of endless yonth 1 
The grass upon his grave is green 

With everlasting bloom ; 
And love and blessing make the sheen 

Of glory roand his tomb 1 

Monrn not for them beloved and gone 1 
The cause they died to save 



n« 
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JOHS GILBERT. 



fiuvcz of hope I 
ZmBmmtd ly ckind, nndzencfaed lij lean. 

So Bsr kiB lauRl last, — 
Whiii lUncs o'a all his tatnn jeazs 

TkaiaiDbavoi Oepast! 

n. 
FiTy far from Uni tlie moonifiil hoar 

That hrinss the final can, 
Aad o'er his scenes of graee and power 

Fate lets the coztain fall ! 
And oh, when sounds that kndl of worth. 

To his pore soul be giren 
A pajwlfas exit from the earth. 

And entranee into lieaTen I 
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A PLEDGE TO THE DEAD. 

[RbAD BSfOSB THB SOOBTV OP THK AkMY OP TVB 

PonoMAC, AT AuiANY, N.Y., JuHx x8, 1879.] 

I. 

Fbom the lily of loTe that uncloses 

In the glow of a festival kiss, 
On the wind that is heavy with roses, 

And shrill with the bugles of bliss, 
Let it float o'er the mystical ocean 

That breaks on the kingdom of night— 
Our oath of eternal devotion 

To the heroes who died for the right I 

II. 
They loved, as we love — yet they parted 

From all that man's spMt can prize ; 
Left woman and child broken-hearted. 

Staring up to the pitiless skies ; 
Left the tumult of youth, the rich guerdon 

Hope promised to conquer from fate ; 
Gave all for the agonised burden 

Of death, for the Flag and the State. 

in. 

Where they roam on the slopes of the moun- 
tahi 
niat only by angels is trod. 
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When ibBj muse bj the eryBUlliiie f omi- 
tain— 

The myitical, effluent God, 
Are tliey lost in unq>eakftble qdendonr ? 

Do tliey neyer look back and regret ? — 
Ah, the valiant are constant and tender. 

And honour can never forget I 

IT. 

Divine in their pitying sadneee 

They grieve for their comrades of earth ; 
They will hear us, and start into gladness, 

And echo the notes of our mirth ; 
They will lift their white hands with a 
blessing 

We shall know by the tear that it brings— 
The rapture of friendship confessing, 

With harps and the waving of wings 

V. 

In the grim and relentless upheaval 

That blesses the world through a curse, — 
Still bringing the good out of evil. 

The garland of peace on the hearse 1 — 
They were shattered, consumed, and for- 
saken, 

Like the shadows that fly from the dawn : 
We may never know why they were taken, 

But we always shall feel they are gone. 
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TI. 

If the wind that sighs over ofor prairies 

No longer is solemn with knells, 
But lovely with flowers and fairies. 

And sweet with the calm SabbaUi bells ; 
If Yirtue, in cottage and palace, 

Leads love to the bridal of pride, 
'Tis because out of war's bitter chalice 

Oar heroes drank deeply — and died. 

vn. 

Ah, grander in doom-stricken glory 

Than the greatest that linger behind. 
They shall live in perpetual story. 

Who saved the last hope of mankind ! 
For their cause was the cause of the races 

That languished in slavery's night ; 
And the death that was pale on their 
faces 

Has filled the whole world with its llg^t I 

VIII. 

To the clouds and the mountains we breathe 
it; 

To the freedom of planet and star ; 
Let the tempests of ocean enwreathe it ; 

Let the winds of the night bear it far, — 
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Our oath, that, till manhood shall perish. 
And honour and virtae aie sped. 

We axe tme to the cause that they cherish, 
And eternally true to the dead ! 



OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 

[RbAD at THS AtLAMTIC FbSTIVAL DI COMMSltOltA- 

-noH OP THS Sbvbntibth Birthday of Olivbk 
Wbmdbll H<»jtBs, AT Boston, Dbcbmbsr 3, 
1879.] 

Ir that glad song had ehbed away, 
Which, rippling on through smiles and 
tears, 
Has hathed with showers of diamond spray 

The rosy fields of seyenty years, — 

If that sweet voice were hushed to-day 

What should we say ? 

At first we thought him but a jest, 
A ray of laughter, quick to fade ; 

We did not dream how richly blest 
In his pure life our lives were made 

Till soon the aureole shone, conf est, 
Ui>on his crest. 

When violets fade the roses blow ; 
When laughter dies the passions wake : 



TBIBUTB AKD COMMSMOBATIOir. iSj 

His royal song that slept below. 

Like Arthur's sword beneath the lake. 
Long since has flashed its fiery g^ow 
O'er all we know. 

That song has poured its sacred lig^t 
On crimson flags in freedom's Tan, 

And blessed their serried ranks, who fifgbit 
Life's battle here for tmth and man — 

An oriflamme, to cheer the right, 
Thron^^ darkest nig^t I 

That song has flecked with rosy gold 
The sails that fade o'er fancy's sea; 

Belnmed the storied days of old ; 
Presaged the glorious life to be ; 

And many a sorrowing heart consoled 
In grief untold. 

When, shattered on the loftiest steep 
The statesman's glory ever found. 

That heart, so like the boundless deep, 
Broke, in the deep no heart can bouiid, 

How did his dirge of sorrow weep 
O'er Webster's sleep I 

How sweetly did his spirit pour 
The strains that make the tear-drops start. 
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When, <m the Ueak New Sni^and shore, 

With Tua's haip and Erin's heart, 
He thrilled ue to the bosom's core 
With thon^^ts of Moou 1 

The shamrock, green on Liffey's side, 
Hie lichen 'neath New England snows, 

White daisies of the fields of Clyde, 
Twined ardent round old Albion's rose, 

Bloom in his yerse, as blooms the bride, 
With loTC and pride. 

The silken tress, the mantling wine. 

Bed roses, summer's whispering leayes, 
The lips that kiss, the hands that twfaie. 
Hie heart that loves, the heart that 
grieyes — 
They all have found a deathless shrine 
In his rich line 1 

Ah wen, that voice can charm us yet, 
And still that shining tide of song, 

Beneath a sun not soon to set. 
In golden music flows along. 

With dew of joy our eyes are wet — 
Not of regret 

For still, as comes the festal day, 
In many a temple, far and near. 
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The words that all haye longed to my, 
The words that all are proud to hear, 
Fall from his lips, with conqnering sway, 
Or grave or gay. 

No moment this for passion's heat. 
Nor mine the voice to give it scope. 

When love and fame and beauty meet 
To crown their Memory and their Hope ! 

I cast white lilies, cool and sweet, 
Here at his feet. 

True bard, true soul, true man, true friend I 
Ah, gently on that r^erend head 

Ye snows of wintry age descend, 
Ye shades of mortal night be shed I 

Peace guide and guard him to the end. 
And Love defend I 



A LOTOS FLOWER. 

[On thb Tbmth Bisthdat of ths Lotos Clob, 
Nbw York, liASCH vj, z88o.] 

I. 

Though still the heart of twilight grieves, 

As evening's sun sinks low. 
And sad winds stir the fallen leaves 

With songs of long ago. 



So flhftdov fttnk cm cw din 
^017 of Uuihcmr, 
thw the UMmg hearth wo trim 
the Lotoo flower. 



n. 

OU tine naj qvench ilhiakm*o Uj^t, 
Aad dreoms of yoath deport, 

Pm ftthrr timr nnr tnith nn ^ < gh^ 
Thesosihiiie of theheort — 

net fcntle light of pore eontent, 
Oar aohcr manhood^s dower, 

$«ect peooe and calm affectkm, Ueoft 
the Lotoo flower. 



la that dosk land of mystic dzeam 

Where daric Oairis Qirang, 
It Uoomed beside his sacred atream. 

While yet the worid was yoang ; 
And every secret nature told. 

Of golden wiadom^a power, 
la nestled still in STery fold 

WitUn tiM Lotos flower. 

IT. 

Here let our weary hoidena faD, 

ilongingi 
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The gods ot life ha^e gi?en ill. 
When once they give ns peace ! 

Black care shall yanish in a lang^ 
Forgot be beauty's bower, 

When thus the loying cnp we quaff, 
Beneath the Lotos flower I 



■«o*- 



ELEGY AT AELDfGTOK. 

[RXAD Of ASLUIGTOIf CbMVIJKKV, WASUlMClOWy D.C«y 

OH DBCCMtAnoH Dat, Mat 31, 1880.] 
I. 

If this were all, if lost with those that per- 
ished, — 
Cer whom these winds of summer softly 
si^ — 
Our hopes were buried with the hearts we 
cherished. 
And life were nothing bat to toil and die ; 

What sadder scene than this that blooms 
before us. 
With nature's garlands decked, could 
earth display ? 
What mockery were this heayen that's 
bending o'er us. 
Glad with the sunshine of the {jittering 
Mayl 
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Bat here, where late with naked branches 
etiiying, — 
Wet with the icy tean of wintry grief, — 
Acroae this lonely field of sorrow driving 
The angry tempest whirled the withered 
leaf; 

Now swings the pendant bloom, now open- 
ing roses 
Woo the soft zephyrs with their balmy 
breath; 
Boughs wave, birds sing, and silver mist 
reposes, 
In bliss, above these emerald waves of 
death. 

And mure the Power, that out of desolation 
Can thus the arid wastes of earth relume, 
Ke^er meant the crown of all its vast crea- 
tion 
One boor of woe, and then the eternal 
tomb I 

Biflil^ were this all — were hope with being 
ended. 
Ib llNae dark cells that shrine our sacred 
dMd; 
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Weie all our piayen and team In fain 
pended, 
Oor paasion, labcmr, fiuth f arever sped ; 

Who would not yet — all selfish hnimlse 
spuming — 
live for mankind, and triomph with the 
jnsti 
Who, from the field of hononr backwaid 
taming 
Would trail a sullied ensign in the dust I 

Though fate were cruel, human will un- 
daunted, 
Si^reme o'er torture, regnant o?er time. 
Can spurn the bitterest foe that erer vaunted 
This mortal frailty which were nature's 
crimel 

It may be — every generous trust for- 
bidden — 
That, while these beauteous orbs of ruin 
roll. 
From the dark sleep In which the dead are 
hidden 
A fiower can wake, but not the human 
soul: 
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Yet, sweet is every love and every longing ; 
Tet shines the dream of heaven in child- 
hood's eyes ; 
And troops of angel phantoms still come 
thronging 
To fancy's vision, in the twilight skies : 

Tet stirs the heart with nameless, vagae 
emotion, 
When moonlight sleeps ui>on the summer 
sea; 
Tet forest depths and lonely wastes of 
ocean 
And mountain voices set the spirit free : 

And, borne on wings of glorious endeavour, 
Man yet can soar above his baser clay — 

Throned in high deeds, forever and forever, 
That cannot die, and will not pass away I 

n. 
High were their deeds, o'er whom our 
hearts are weeping I 
Safe bides their fame, in all men's love 
and praise 1 
Hallowed the mould in which their dust is 
sleeping. 
And sweet the memory that has crowned 
their days I 
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Ah, onoe for them young hope nnyeiled her 
splendour ! 
Ah, once for them time ran in golden 
sands I 
They knew affection's accents, soft and 
tender, 
They felt the touch of loving lips and 
hands. 

They saw the awful face of soyereign 
beauty; 
White arms of proud ambition lured 
them on ; 
But in their hearts breathed low the voice 
of d«ty — 
They heard it, and they answered : they 
are gone. 

The midnight wind was cold upon their 
faces, ~ 
Fale in the silence of the crimson sod ; 
But who shall paint through what resplen- 
dent spaces 
nieir souls sprang upward to the light 
of Godl 

No more, for them, in summer twilight's 
glimmer. 
Shall distant music smite the chords of 
pain: 
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So aan, m evening ■hartw grow wknAj 

dimmer, 
Shall wandering fragrance inezoe the tor- 
tored brain! 

No more of lingering doubt, nor stem de- 
nial, 
Nor baffled toil, nor slow, embitteiing 
strife! 
But now, at once, the crown of earthly 
trial,— 
The long, long gammer of eternal life I 

Calm-fronted, staunch, expectant, and un- 
shaken. 
Who dares the worst that any fate can 
bring — 
For him, by iron purpose ne'er forsaken. 
The grave no victory has, and death no 
sting! 

We can but serve : some, by the instant 
giving 
Of all that hand could do or heart could 
prize; 
Some, by a meek, laborious, patient living, 
A daily toil, an hourly sacrifice. 
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We falter on, now hoping, now despairing, 
And hour by hour drag out life's little 
span: 
They passed, in one tremendous deed of 
daring, — 
They lived for honour, and they died for 
manl 

Pile thick the amaranth and the myrtle o'er 
them — 
For whom our laurelled banners flash and 
flow — 
Boses that loye and pansies that deplore 
them. 
And lilies, weeping from their hearts of 
snow. 

Breathe low, ye murmuring pines, ye whis- 
pering grasses I 
Te dews of summer night fall softly here I 
Be sorrow's sigh in every breeze that 
passes. 
And every rain-drop be a mourner's tear I 

And O, ye stars, ye holy lights that cumber 
The deep of heaven, pour benedictions 
down I 

X 
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What glorious sights tlie midniglit BJr 
Will proudly wntt ua back ! 

What golden words will flatter down 
From, man]' & peak of fame, 

What glittering shapes of old renown 
That cluster round his name t 



O'ei storied Denmark's haunts groimd 

Will darkly drift again, 
Dream-like and va^e, without a soond, 

The spoctre of the Dane ; 
And breaking hearts will be the wreath 

For grief that knows no tear, 
When shine on Cornwall's etorm-Bwept 

The blazing eyes of Lear. 



Slow, 'mid the portents of the storm 

And fate's avenging powers. 
Will moody Bichard's haggard form 

Face through the twilight hours ; 
And wildly hurtling o'er the aky 

The red star of Maebeth, — 
Tom from the central arch on high, — 

Go down in dusty death [ 
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FareTvell I nor mist, nor flying cload, 

Nor night can ever dim 
The wreath of honoura, pure and prond, 

Our hearts have twined for liim t 
But bells of memor? etill shoil chime, 

And Tiuleta star the aod, 
TUl our iaet brolien wave of time 

Dies on the shores of God. 



ADELAIDE NEILSON. 



Ann oh, to think the aun can shine, 
The birds can sing, the Sowers can bloom, 

And she, whose soul was all divine, 
Be darhl; mouldering in the tomb : 

That o'er her head the night-wind sighs, 
And the aad cj^reea droops and moans ; 

That night has veiled her glorious eyes. 
And silence hushed her heavenly tones: 



r 
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That thote sweet Ups no mora eaa mile^ 
Kor pity's tender shadows diase. 

With many a gentle, child-like wile, 
Tbe i^ifiling laughter o*er her face: 

That dost is on the bnmished gold 
That floated round her royal head ; 

That her great heart is dead and cold — 
Her form of fire and heaoty dead! 

Boll on, gray earth and shining star. 
And coldly mock oar dreams of Uias ; 

There is no ^oiy left to mar, 
Kor any grief so Uack as tiiis I 



JOHN McCULLOUGH. » 

[Antn. 4, 1881.] 

LoHO hnshed is the harp* that his g^ory 
had spoken. 
Long stilled is die heart that conld sum- 
mon its strain ; 
Now its chords are all sHent, or tuneless, 
or broken. 
What touch can awaken its music again I 

* The barp of Moon. 
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Ah, the breese in the green deUs of Erinie 
blowing I 
If not her great hard yet her spirit can 
flame, 
When proud wliere the watera of Sliannon 
are flowing 
Her groTea and her temples re-echo his 
name. 



Float softly o^er shamrocksy and blne-beDSy 
and roses, 
Blend all their gay tints and their odoms 
in one; 
And sweet as the zephyr in twili^t that 
closes 
Be the kiss of thy love on the brows of 
thy son I 



Breathe tenderly o^er ns, who dnster 
aroondhim, 
In this, his igaid moment of triumph and 
pride: 
Deep, deep in our souls are the ties that 
have bound him, 
And life will be lone, with his presence 
denied. 



Oft «BH of tiw mothov in ebOdhood 

A rover. 
To ezHe he aune, on tiie wiaderer'i 

■bore: 
To tbe izBu of tbe modier, his trials all 

orer. 
And honoured and lanrdkd, w« yidd 

him once more. 

Speak low of affection tiuU longs to emixaee 
him. 
Speak load of the fiaune tiiat awaits him 



When homagp ^hall hail hfm^ aod. h e autj 
shall grace hhn, 
And pcmp hanig her wreaths on the con- 
qoeror'd car! 

When the shadows of time at his toneh 
fall asunder. 
And heroes and demi-gods leap Intoli^ht ; 
When the accents of Bmtns ring wild in the 
thnnder. 
And the white locks of Lear toss like seft- 
foamin nigfat; 

When the gzief of the Moor, like a tf r mp ea t 
that dashes 
On crags in mid-ocean, has died into rest ; 




When the heiirt of Virginius bre&ka, o'er 
the asbeB 
Of her who was Bveeteat, and purest, and 



How proudly, how gladly their praise will 

How brightly the jewels will hlaee in his 

How the white handa of honour will greet 
him and bless him 
With lilies and rosea of perfect renown I 

Ah, grand is the ffight of the eagle of morn- 
ing, 
While the dark world beneath him dtlfta 
into the deep ; 
But cold as the snow-wrealliH the moun- 
tains adcinung 
Is the liglit that illumines hia desolate 

When the trumpets are blown and tha 
Btaitdards are streaming. 
And the festal lamps beam on tlie royal 

How oft will the heart of the monarch be 



Of the home and the friends that are far, 
far away 1 



903 wahd: 

Ultra's ft polM in his bntst ihtX nould 

always regret na — 
It dances in laughter, it tremblfla in teazB ; 
With the world at his feet, he would nerer 

forget us, 
And our hearts would he true, tfaroni^ an 

leon of years 1 

The oymhals may clash and the gay pennons 
glisten, 
And the clangour of gladness ring jocund 
and free, 
But, calm in the tumult, his spirit will listen 
For our whisper of love, floating oyer the 
sea: 

For the music of tones that were once so 
endearing 
(Like a wind of the west o*er a prairie of 
flowers). 
But that never again vrill resound in his 
hearing, 
Except through the tremulous sadness of 
ours. 

Ah, manly and tender, thy deeds are thy 
praises! 
Speed on in thy grandeur, all peerless and 
lone, 




^ 
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And greet, in old England, ber hawthorns 
and dataies, — 
A spirit as gentle and bright as their own I 

Speed on, wheresoerer fame's angel may 
gnide tbee '. 
No fancy can dream and n 



What faith and what blessings walk ever 
beaide thee. 
Or tie depth of our love us we bid thee 
Farewell. 



LAWEENCE BARRETT. 



Wbbh from his gaze dot shoTes receding 

In nlgbt and distonoe drift away. 
And, evety present joy nnheoding. 

He turns to muse, and grieve, and pray, 
How will regret and memory, meeting. 

This brilliant scene bring baclt to view. 
And hear once more your manly greeting, 

And sigh once more his fond adieu I 



< 
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With grizzled Yorick, frenzy-ridden. 
From paaaioa'a fevered dream awake ; 

And feel, with tears that flow unbidden, 
The royaJ heart of Scotland break. 



O, art divine, supreme, undying — 

Not time nor space can e'er eubdue 1 
The seaa roll on — the years are flying — 

Man passes — thou alone art true I 
No cloud can dim their deathless lustre 

Whose names thy angel hands enroll, 
Not blight the shining shapes that olusMr 

In thy pantheon of the sool 1 



Tet, many a cherished tie ia broken. 

Across that darkening waste of aea 1 — 
They make no sign, they send no token, 

They come not back to ioye and me. 
I know where, deaf to blames and praises. 

In youth and beauty cold and dead, 
Bests now beneath old England's daisies 

Her tendereet heart, her lovelleat head t 



And him we cast the roses after 
Whose cynic smile was humour's kiss— 



Whcm (hpells he, in fl& hour KkB tils ? . . . 
Ah^ let OB tfainky tfaoo^ gona ImAbb v% — 

Tbm ^woMmbA foBBdm ai dsjm no WMOKm^ — 
Tliej fPBtcfa. with. fond. iffiKctum o'er hb^ 

Aiidbleeiii% framtiieir heastrndj 



I Ke tttt ndiant phantmne t&zoosiiig; 

To deep him. in their gu mnii an titnU I 
I hlcfli him, b7 eech noble kmgfiig 

Thet e'er his goide lipe let fill I 
By an hi^ tii o o gh t and pore d e f uii u n — 

Bj toweiiiig pine and needing rose I 
TazeweQ, fuewell I on land or ocean — 

God hieai him, wfaezcaoe'er he goea t 



A MUSiOBT. 



Tn peace of this antmmia] day 
AUnres my dreaming thooc^ amy 
To that great worid beyond the deep, 
Where I ao many treaamea keepu 




There, food and true, one friend I find. 
Whose tender lieart and oonEtiLnt mind 
Oave, while he lingered here on earth, 
Comfort, and cheer, and hope, and mirtli j 
And still thej waft a cordial bieatb 
Across the icy waves of death. 
His nature, while he dwelt below, 
Was like these days ; this season's glow, 
The misty sky, the sleeping sea. 
The browning grass, the burnished tree. 
The wild-flowers, swinging o'er the brook, 
Were in his heart as in his book. 
Alive, he charmed away life's fret 
With all the sunshine he could get, 
And, wben death whispered, softly crept 
Into a quiet place and slept ; 
And nature never saw snch grace 
Ab hallowed then his noble face. 
And 80, to think upon Mm here. 
In this sweet season of the year, — 
Which he so loved, which he was like 
As olonds are to the clouds they strike, — 
Is winning peace, and strength to live. 
Beyond what all the world can give. 



FIzac with die anzeole's li^ and Uoom, 
And then the amaranth of tiie tomb. 
Fate gftve thee ipower, and calm, and poan. 
And ail thy daya and deeds were joya. 
Thine wexe the forest and the flood. 
The soniise sparided m thj blood. 
And zhoxi didst hold a careless flight 
Above the della and caves of night. 
But ever through thj smile shone dear 
The hzstre of compassion's tear. 
The pity of thy gentle mind. 
And toidemesB. for all manlrind. 
I saw thee with a wistfol eye, 
Andaaddoied — and I knew not why ; 
Till soon, too soon, thy sommons came. 
And thou wert nothing but a name. 
Ah. day of misery and of moan. 
When grief and I were left alone I 

m. 

Fate gare not me ber smile benign — 
That penaire, playful calm of thine — 
Bat eaiiy from hex bosom east. 
To be the sport of every blast. 
To war with passion, and to know 
The sting of want, the pang of woe, — 
Forcing a soul, for kindness bom. 
To every strife it bdd in soom. 
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So, caieiesa whether right or wrong, 

I baCtl«d through the hostile throng. 

And felt, whatever doom might be. 

Or liie or death, the eame to me. 

'Twos then across my pathway lone 

The holy star of friendship atone ! 

'TwBs then thy klndnees soothed mj p^n. 

And arched the heaven of hope again I 

Aa, sudden through the Btonoj darii. 

Full on the tempest- battered barque, 

Home's glad and golden beacons ahine, 

80 flashed thy spirit upon mine ; 

And not, tbongb hope's laet stAT were set 

Could this true heart of mine foi^t I 



Now, of our few bnt happy years 
Remains this fiower, that bloomed in tear 
Not of the crovm of life bereft 
Ii he mho yft has patimrx left. 
The haggard sky, the aorTs dull roar. 
The midnight storm, are mine no more : 
But mine the gleam of setting sun. 
The call of birds wben day is done. 
The last, sad light, so loath to pass 
It weeps upon the golden grass. 
The High of leaves, in evening air. 
The distant bell that calls to prayer, — 



( 
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And nothing from my aplrft !)«■ 
The benediction of the stars. 

T. 

Ah, low! 80 well and mourned so loog» 

Here in my heart as in my song, 

To thy dear memory let me raise 

One tender strain of other days. 

One pnan to the good thou wast, 

One low lament for all I lost. 

Yet, looking o'er life's arid track, 

Kind soul, I would not wish thee back. 

What sadder lot, what doom of fate. 

More sterile is, more desolate, 

Than here to goad our wearied powers, 

And toll through times that are not ours ! 

Ah, no, the silence now is best. 

The leaf down-fluttering o'er thy rest. 

And every kind, caressing sigh 

That nature breathes o'er those that die ; 

While thou. In some serener sphere, 

Forgett'st the tolls and troubles here ; 

Or, made a part of flowers and trees, 

Art pure, and calm, and safe, like these. 

— Slow pales the light ; the day declines ; 

The night-wind murmurs in the pines ; 

The stars come out, and, far away, 

Across the sweetly sleeping bay 
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ir-wbite soil, by Huuset kiet, 
Fades slowly In the ocean mist. 
Fades — like all jojs and griefs we koow, 
And like this dieam ol Long Ago. 



LONGFELLOW. 
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Alojtb, at night, lie heard them Bigh — 
These wild March winda ttiat beat hia 

Alone, at night, from those that die. 
He sought one tay to light bis gloom. 

And Etill he heard the nlght-winda moail, 
And Btiil the mystery closed him round. 

And still the darkness, cold and lone. 
Sent forth no ray, returned no somid. 

Bnt time at laat the answer hrings, 
And he, past all our snns and snows. 

At rest with peasants and with kings, 
like them the wondrous secret knows. 

Alone, at night, we hear them sigh — 
These wild March winds that stir his 
paU; 



c 



«3 



To his dim glmt lo tefl ns afl. 

He loTcd xut wlufe he liiigaed heie ; 

We loved him — neret lore mate tziie I 
He will noc leave in doubl and fear 

The human grief that oooe he knew. 



Por nerer yet was bom the daj 
When, faint of heart and weak of limb, 

One aollering cnatnre tamed awaj, 
Unhriped, nneoothed^ imcheered by himi 



■tin tfarongli ^^■^^■■T, dense 
bleak. 
The winds of March moan wikD j round. 
And still we fed that all we seek 
Ends in that si^ of Tacant sound. 

He cannot teU os — none can tdl 
What waits behind the mystic TeU I 

Yet he who lired and died so well. 
In that, perchance, has told the tale. 

Not to the wastes of nature drift — 
Else were this world an eyil dream — 

The crown and soul of nature's gift, 
By Ayoq or by Charles's stream I 
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His song was like the pine-tree*s sigh. 
At midnight o'er a poet's grave. 

Or like the sear-bird's distant ciy, 
Borne far across the twilight wave. 

There is no flower of meek delight, 
There is no star of heavenly pride, 

That shines not fairer and more bright 
Because he lived, loved, sang, and died. 

Wild winds of March, his requiem sing 1 
Weep o'er him, April's sorrowing skies ! 

Till come the tender buds of spring 
To deck the pillow where he lies : 

TBI violets pour their purple flood. 
That wandering myrtle shall not lack, 

And, royal with the summer's blood. 
The roses that he loved come back : 

Till all that nature gives of light. 
To rift the gloom and point the way, 

Shall sweetly pierce our mortal night. 
And s3nnbol his immortal day 1 



!■■■■ T, 
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But here should float the Yoioe of song — 

Like evenmg winds in autumn leaves, 
Sweet with the balm they waft along 
From golden sheayes. 

The sacred past should feel its spell. 

And here should murmur, soft and low, 
The voices that he loved so well, — 
Long, long ago. 

The vanished scenes should give to this 

The cherished forms of other days. 
And rosy lips that felt his kiss 
Breathe out his praise. 

The comrades of his young renown 

Should proudly throng around him now. 
When falls the spotless laurel crown 
Upon his brow. 

Not in their clamorous shouts who make 

The noonday pomp of gloiy's lord 
Does the true soul of manhood take 
Its high rew^ird. 

But when from all the glimmering yean 

Beneath the moonlight of the past 
The strong and tender spirit hears 
* Well done,* at last ; 
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Mirth's perfect sonflhine in the soul, 
And pity's shsde. 

With amaranths of eternal spring 

Be all his life's calm evening drest, 
While sommer winds around him sing 
The songs of rest 1 

And thou, Memory, strange and dread. 
That stand'st on heaven's ascending 
slope, 
Lay softly on his reverend head 
The wreath of hope 1 

So softly, — when the port he wins. 

To which life's happiest breezes blow, — 
That where earth ends and heaven begins 
He shall not know. 



GOOD-inGHT. 

[W. A. S.— DiBD January 7, 1883.] 

* GooD-moHT, my boy '; and with a smile 
He tamed his steps and sped away : 

Since then 'tis but a little while. 
And he is dead to-day : 
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Dead — and the friend that once I knew. 
My comrade both in joy and pain, 

So often tried and always tme, 
Will never smile again. 

His days were many, and the world 

Had meet of alllds thought and care ; 
Bat now his sails of toil were furled 

In art's serener air. 
The evening lamp, the storied page. 

The n^mtling glass, the song, the jest — 
These turned the twilight of his age 

To morning and to rest 

The thorny paths of life he knew ; 

His tender heart was quick to feel ; 
And wounds his pity wept to view. 

His bounty glowed to heaL 
Of worldly ways, of frailty's slips, 

Of mortal sin, he had his share ; 
Yet still could breathe, with childhood's lipa^ 

His artless childhood's prayer. 

Gk>od deeds were all the work he wrought ; 

Sweet thoughts and merry all he prized; 
Nor power nor fame by him was sought. 

Nor homely life despised. 
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Strife could not lire before his face. 
But wheresoever his footsteps fell 

Came kindness, with its smile of grace, 
And everything was welL 

He did not strive to win the heists ; 

Enongh for him the lowly vale, 
The autumn sunset's pensive lights. 

The autumn's perfumed gale : 
But toilers on the upward slope, 

Who greatly strove and bravely dared, 
Had cheer of him, and felt new hope, 

Howe'er their fortune fared. 

To brighten life, where'er he went. 

With lau^ter's sparkle, and to make 
Home's fireside lovely with content, 

For gentle humour's sake — 
That was his fate. Ah, darkly shows 

The path where yesterday he shone, — 
That downward path of many woes 

That we must tread, alone. 

Yet he, like us, had lost and grieved : 
He knew how hard it is to bear. 

When, lone and listless and bereaved. 
We sink in dumb despair : 



And oonld thoM lipiy now mntle cUB, 
Bat speak once more from that tmehem^ 

With what a jocund, blithe ^ood^wiU 
They'd bid our grief d^wrt I 

It was but yesterday he went : 

This is the room and that the door : 
When some few idle days are spent 

'Twill all be as before : 
The heavenly morning will destroy 

This rueful dream of death and pain. 
And I shall hear him say, * My bqy/ 

And clasp his hand again. 



HENRY IRVING. 

I. — AVE. NovBMBBX z8, 1883. 

If we oould win from Shakespeare's riTor 

The music of its murmuring flow, 
With all the wild-bird notes that quiyer 

Where Avon's scarlet meadows glow ; 
If we oould twine with Joy at meeting 

Their prayers who lately grieved to part, 
Ah, then indeed our song of greeting 

Might find an echo in his heart I 
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But thon^ we oannot, in our singing, 

That mtuEdo and those prayers entwine, 
At least we'll set onr blue-bells ringing 

And he shall hear our whispering pine ; 
And these shall breathe a welcome royal, 

In accents tender, sweet, and kind, 
From lips as fond and hearts as loyal 

As any that he left behind. 

II. — VALE. April 89, 1884. 

Fhr off beyond the shining sea. 

Where scarlet i>oppies glisten. 
And daisies on the emerald lea 

Lift up their heads and listen, 
Where Thames and Avon glance and glow. 

To-day the waters, straying, 
Will murmur in their tranquil flow 

The words that we are saying. 

Ah, not in parting hours alone 

Is fond affection spoken : 
The love that weeps in sorrow's moan 

Still smiles in welcome's token. 
Farewell, farewell our hearts will sigh, 

When void and dark his place is ; 
But * Well for me ' is England's cry. 

To him her love embraces 1 




91% Bimi in i^stf 
nut ift^^ *v.»«. f 

%^ ttUtvt ftxi Fonla'j 
ouvsii fit mnamer 

Mint* tiut ^tgrfamed 
Wo fluMC <m Denmark's 

frlg;tkC oar pokes 




Th# SMmiiif fttr of «ty he 

•Mrtem tea 
To wake Um ehnDbcriiig Imp 

Ifona foonufai toe; 




TBIBirTE Ain> OOMMZMORATIOK. 



Now, vrnpt in glory'a mist, he seelu his 

orient Bkiea agnin ; 
And tender thoughts in sorrowing hesrW 

are all that miist remain. . . . 

Slow bde, (LcrosB a drearier sea. beneath a 

darker sky. 
The drsamH that cheer, the lights that lure, 

the baffled hopes that die : 
Tenth's trust, love's bliss, ambition's pride 

— the white wings all are flown. 
And memory walks the lonely shore, Indif- 

fereut and alone. 

Yet sometimes o'er that shadowy deep, by 

wandering breezes blown, 
Float odours from Hesperian isles, with 

mnsic's organ tone. 
And something stirs within the breast, a 

secret, nameleas thrill, 
To sajr, though worn and sear and sad, oar 

hearts are huiuan stlil ; — 



not the torrid diamond wave that made 

young life sublime, 
not the tropic rose that bloomed tn every 

track of time, 



C^ 
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Ftoe well, thoa child of many a prayer I 

While lonely we deplore thee, 
All crystal be the seas that bear 

And skies that sparkle o'er thee. 
Thy mother's heart, thy mother's lip 

Will soon once more caress thee — 
We can but watch thy lessening ship 

And, in our silence, bless thee 1 

But let the golden waves leap up 

While yet our hearts beat near him 1 
No bitter drop be in the cup 

With which our hope would cheer him I 
Pour the red roses at his feet ! 

Wave laurel boughs above him 1 
And if we part or if we meet 

Be glad and proud to love him 1 

His life has made this iron age 

More grand and fair in story ; 
Illumed our Shakespeare's sacred page 

With new and deathless glory ; 
Refreshed the love of noble fame 

In hearts all sadly faring. 
And lit anew the dying flame 

Of genius and of daring. 

Long may his radiant summer smile 
Where Albion's rose is dreaming, 
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And over art's Hesperian isle 

His royal banner streaming ; 
While every trumpet blast that rolls 

From Britain's lips to hail him 
Is echoed in onr kindred souls, 

Whose truth can never fail him. 

On your white wings, ye angel years. 

Through roseate sunshine springing, 
Waft fortune from all happier spheres, 

With garlands and with singing ; 
Make strong that tender heart and true — 

That thought of heaven to guide him — 
And blessings pour, like diamond dew, 

On her that walks beside him 1 

And when is said the last farewell. 

So solemn and so certain, 
And fate shall strike the prompter's bell, 

To drop the final curtain. 
Be his, whom every muse hath blest, 

That best of earthly closes — 
To sink to rest on England's breast, 

And sleep beneath her roses. 

lU. — VALE. APBn. 6,1885. 

Now f^es across the glimmering deep, now 

darkly drifts away 
The royal monarch of our hearts, the glory 

of our day ; 
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in. 

Where are the hearts that were tenderly 
plighted, 
Long years ago, in the kingdom of flowers ? 
Where are the hands that were fondly 
united? 
Where are the eyes that looked love into 
ours? 
Yesterday was it, tliat vainly we hearkened, 
Hearing no longer the one cherished 
tone? 
Yesterday was it, the heavens were 
darkened, 
Leaving us stricken, bewildered, and 
lone? 

rv. 

Little by little the roof -tree is crombled. 
Slow from the branches the leaves drop 
away, 
Year after year we are broken and humbled, 

Nearing the desolate end of the play. 
Red in the west, where the cloud-raok is 
scattered, 
Lowers, defeated, the fugitive sun ; 
Dreary and cold, like the life it has shat- 
tered. 
Night covers all and our journey is done. 
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V. 

Is there no more, when this pageant Is 
ended? . . . 
Here, where they slumber, the violet 
blows ; 
Here with the bird-note divinely are blended 

Soul of the lily and heart of the rose ! 
What though the rage of the tempest may 
cover. 
White with its anger, the shuddering 
plain — 
Soon will the kiss of its heavenly lover 
Thrill it to verdure and beauty again. 

VI. 

Ah, when we burst from this fettered 
existence, 
Bom into freedom and loosed into space. 
How shall we spurn, at what infinite dis- 
tance. 
All that has bound us in earthly disgrace 1 
Who shall conceive what the soul may 
inherit! 
Who shall declare the unspeakable bliss 
Regnant and safe, in that world, for the 
spirit 
True to the right, through the trials of 
thisi 
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Daik for them, now, whom we hallow and 
honour, 
Dark and forlorn is the stage that was 
theirs; 
Peace, with the garment of silence upon her. 
Broods o'er the dust of their sorrows and 
cares. 
Low lie their heads with the clods of the 
valley; 
Never again will they come at our call ; 
Vainly around their cold ashes we rally ; 
Qaenched are the lights, and the curtain 
must falL 

vin. 

Ends not this world in the night of denial 1 
Not for a grave were illumined the 
spheres ! 
Forward and far from this bondage and 
trial 
Love reaps, in rapture, the harvest of tears. 
Only for us is the pang of bereavement ; 
llieirs the same mission, yet more than 
the same — 
Loftier powers, and nobler achievement 
Wrought with the music of sweeter 
acclaim ! 
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IX. 

Labour and pain, that were never requited, 

Passionate hope, that was never fulfilled, 
I>ream8 and desires, that were baffled and 
blighted. 

Pore aspirations, defeated and chilled. 
Weary vicissitade, strife, and dejection, — 

Fate gave them these, till it gave them 
release: 
Here the great heart of a comrade affection 

Gathers them home to the bosom of peace. 

X. 

Hallowed be ever this dream-haunted haven: 

Hallowed the shaft that we consecrate 
here I 
Never may ominous pinion of raven 

Herald the spectre oblivion near 1 
Sentinel roses, bloom faithful and tender ! 

Guardian heavens, smile lovingly down, — 
Clouds in your sorrow and stars in your 
splendour, — 

Pouring the incense of deathless renown 1 

XI. 

Echoes of blessing, — from where, in our 
vision. 
Hearts never falter and eyes never 
weep, — 
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And the halo of blessing fell richest and 
larest 
On his armour that splintered the shafts 
of the sun. — 
80 moves o'er the waters the cygnet se- 
dately ; 
80 waits the strong eagle to mount on the 
wing; 
Serene and puissant and simple and stately, 
So shines among princes the form of the 
king! . . . 

in. 

With a gay bugle-note, when the daylight's 
last glimmer 
Smites, crimson and gold, on the snow of 
his crest, 
At eyening he rides, through the shades 
growing dimmer. 
While the banners of sunset stream red 
in the west. 
Bia comrades of morning are scattered and 
parted — 
The douds hanging low and the winds 
making moan — 
But, smiling and dauntless and calm and 
true-hearted, 
AU proudly he rides down the valley, 
alone. 
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IV. 

Sweet gales of the woodland, embrace and 
caress him 1 
White wings of renown, be his comfort 
and light ! 
Fale dews of the star-beam, encompass and 
bless him 
With the peace and the balm and the 
glory of night 1 
And, oh, while he wends to the verge of 
that ocean 
Where the years, like a garland, shall fall 
from his brow, 
May his glad heart exult in the tender devo- 
tion — 
The love that encircles and hallows him 
now I 



«0t 



THE STATUK 

[Sfokbn at the Dedication op^a Monumbnt to 
THE Tragedian John McCullough, in Mount 
MoiOAH Cemetery, Philadelphia, November aS, 
Z888.] 

I. 

How different now, old friend, the meeting 1 
Thy form, thy face, thy look the same — 
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But where is now the Idndlj greeting, 
The voice of cheer, the heart of flame ? 

There, in thy grandeur, calm an^ splen- 
did,— 
Gk>d*s peace on that imperial brow^ — 

Thoii standest, grief and trouble ended, 
And we are nothing to thee now. 

n. 

Yet once again the air is cloven 

With joyous tumult of acclaim ; 
Qnoe more the golden wreaths are woven, 

Of love and honour, for thy name ; 
And round thee here, with tender longing, 

As oft they did in days of old, 
The comrades of thy soul come thronging. 

Who never knew thee stem or cold. 

in. 

Why waits, in frozen silence sleeping, 

The smile that made our hearts rejoice ? 
Why, dead tp;laughing and to weeping, 

Is hushed the music of thy voice ? 
By what strange mood of reverie haunted 

Art thou, the gentle, grown austere ? 
And do we live in dreams enchanted^ 

To know thee gone, yet think thee here ? 
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Shows any human spirit doweted 
With loye angelic, thou wert one I 

VII. 

There's no grand impulse, no reyeaUng, 

In all the glorious world of art, 
There's no sweet thought or noble feeling 

That throbbed not in thy manly heart ! 
There's no strong flight of aspiration, 

No reverent dream of realms divine, 
No pulse, no thrill, no proud elation 

Of god-like power that was not thine ! 

VIII. 

80 stand forever, joyless, painless. 

Supreme alike o'er smiles and tears, 
Thou true man's image, strong and stain- 
less. 

Unchanged through all the changing 
years — 
While fame's blue crystal o'er thee bending 

With honour's gems shall blaze and bum» 
And rose and lily, round thee blending, 

Adorn and bless thy hallowed urn ( 

IX. 

While summer days are long and lonely, 
While autumn sunshine seems to weep, 
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While midnight honn are Ueak, and only 
The staxB and clouds their vigils keep, 

All gentle things that live shall moan thee. 
All fond regrets forever wake ; 

For earth is happier having known thee, 
And heaven is sweeter for thy sake I 



WHITELAW REID. 

I. — Honouk's Peabl. 

[Mat 3, 1889.] 

I. 

Bbcaubb in danger's darkest hour, 

When heart and hope sank low, 
She nerved our frail and faltering power 

To brave its mightiest foe ; 
Because our fathers smiled to see 

Her golden lilies dance 
O'er the proud field that made us free. 

We plight our faith to France I 

II. 

Ah, grand and sweet the holy bond. 
That who gives all is blest I 
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And love can give no pledge beyond 

The life she loves the beat. 
That pledge these hallowed rites declare, 

Of choice and not of chance — 
And he shall cross the sea to hear 

Oat loyal hearts to Fraace 1 



Strong, tender, gentle, patient, niu 

Brave soul and constant mind, 
Tnia nit, that kindles as it dies 

And leaves no grief behind, — 
Be thine to wear the snony plome 

And poise the burnished lance — 
Our rose of chivalry, to bloom 

Among the knights of France I 



Be thine the glorious ta.3k to speed 

The conquering age of gold — 
Till ravaged peace no more shall bleed. 

Till history's muse behold 
Borne in the vannard, fast and far. 

Of the free world's advance, 
Blent with Columbia's bannered star. 

The triple stripes of France t 
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n. — Thubb bt Fn>iBus. 

[Apbil 30, X892.] 

I. 

Dark Btreamers of the eastern gale, 
Blown far across the desert sea, 

Tour wings have filled the snowy sail, 
That bears my comrade back to me 1 

Through glistening surge and flying foam. 

Your stormy pinions waft him home. 

II. 

Cold waves that beat the murmuring 
shore, — 

Sad pulsing throbs of ocean's breast, — 
Your grieving cadence mourns no more. 

Your sobbing requiem dies to rest, — 
When now, by all fame's banners fanned, 
The laurelled wanderer comes to land. 

III. 

No longer now our weary eyes 
Gaze down the empty ocean track : 

No more we muse, with stifled sighs. 
On ships that sailed and came not back, — 

Glad hopes that flew, on fancy's wing. 

When all the world was love and spring. 
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IV. 

For now the hollow cave of night, 
The silent deep of time and space, 

Through many a rift of diamond light, 
Yields up our argosy of grace ; 

And all sweet airs of heaven enfold 

Its silver sails and spars of gold. 

V. 

The lion heart that never quailed. 
The patient spirit, sweetly wise, 

The equal mind, howe'er assailed 
By grief that blights and time that tries — 

Those are the glories that she bore. 

And those the riches come to shore. 

VI. 

There should be fairer flowers than these, 
And all the bells of joy should fling 

Their music on the perfumed breeze. 
With sweeter songs than I can sing — 

On whose frail harp the sunset ray 

Of passion long has died away. 

vn. 

Yet once again its fragile strings, 
Blow trembling to my trembling touch, 



flhall wftly wake to hallawthiiigi 

80 ptecioiu and beloved ao mndL— 
Troth, faloar, klinineaa — all that Uand 
To maka the champion and tha fiiand I 



Bia worid of hope he downed m tidat 
Bloofin Toond him, idiereaoe'er ha gpm^ 

White liliea of perpetoal hUaa, 
Intwined with hononr'a fadrieaa naa I 

Mi^ an he hia that loTe can gjhm 

And an lor iridch 'tia life to life 1 
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XaUpT, hot not too eariy for thy fma^ 
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Cmah hack cmi teaia and aoftlj 

thy name. 
To na it haa one meaning and the i 
A hf»ire and gentle aool, a noUe mind, 
Pme, oonatant, geoerona, modeat and 
jioaQ* 




TRIBUTZ AKD 



With simple duty for iu onljr aim. 
Dear are the days that thou hast left te- 

By BwNt words hallowed, and hy kindly 

And thos the heart of sorrow moans and 

hleeds, 

And ever bleedg, and will not be resigned — 

Knowing its hopeloM hope is all iu vain, 

To see thy face or hear thy voice again. 



WILKIE COLLINS. 
[DiiD SimuHit 13, iS«9.] 



Opxsh and often, when the dayi wen 
dark 
And, whether to remember or behold, 

Life was a burden, and my heart, grown 
old 
WlOi Borrow, scarce was consoioua, did 1 

Eow from thy distant place across the 

Tibraatwltliliope and wlUi emotion free 
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Thy TOioe of cheer rose like the morning 
lark— 
And that was comfort if not joy to me I 
For in the weakness of our hmnan grief 
The mind that does not break and will 

not bend 
Teaches endurance as the one true friend. 
The steadfast anchor and the sure relief. 
ThsA was thy word, and what thy precept 

taught 
Thy life made regnant in one living 
thought. 

n. 

Thy yision saw the halo of romance 
Bound every common thing that men 

behold. 
Thy lucid art could turn to precious 
gold,— 
Like roseate motes that in the sunbeams 

dance, — 
Whatever object met thy kindling glance ; 

And in that mirror life was never cold. 
A gracious warmth sufiused thy sparkling 

page, 
And woman's passionate heart by thee 

was drawn, 
With all the f^ous cdonxB of the dftwii» 
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Against the background of this pagan age — 

Her need of love, her sacrifice, her tianca 

Of patient pain, lier weary pilgrimage 1 

Thou kneweet all ol grief that can he 

known. 
And didet portray all Borrowa but thine 



Where ehall I tain, now that th; llpa ue 

And night ia on those eyes tttat loved mo 

well? 
What other voice, across thy dying 

kneU, 
With like triamphant notes of power will 



Tet be it mine, amid these wastes ot 

Where all mast falter and where many 

To stay the foot of misery on the brink 
Of dork despair, to bid blind Horraw 
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Nothing heUl reck, where the wind blowing * ^1 

oyer him ( 

Ripples the grasses that dream on his ^ ' 

gravel 

Though to our vision this dust be the last 

of him, 

Low in the ground and deserted and lone, 

Time will avenge all the woe that is past of 

him, 

Fate will remember and justice atone. 



in. 

After the fray and the heart-breaking pain 
of it, 
Aliened affection and honour betrayed, 
Here is the end and the crown and the gain 
ofit — 
Ck)ld in the earth where the victor is l] 

laid. 
Stan will watch over him, silence lament 
for him. 
Soft woodland whispers re-echo his 
knell— 
Bird-note and leaf-murmur tenderly blent 
for him — 
Comrade and brother and friend, Fare 
thee well I 
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The honest smile, that blessed where'er it 

lit, 
The dew of pathos and the sheen of wit, 
The sweet blue eyes, the yoice of melting 

tone 
That made all hearts as gentle as his own ; 
The Actor's charm, supreme in royal thrall, 
That ranged through every field and shone 

in all — 
For these must Sorrow make peri>etual 

moan, 
Bereaved, benighted, hopeless, and alone ? 
Ah, no : for Nature does no act amiss, 
And heaven were lonely but for souls like 

this. 



GEORGE WILLIAM CXJETIS. 

[DiBD August 31, x89a.] 

I. 
All the flowers were in their pride 
On the day when Rupert died. 

I>reamily, through dozing trees, 
Sighed iJie idle summer breeze. 

Wild birds, glancing in the air, 
Spilled their music everywhere. 
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Or 
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Say that iaith, now gaunt and grim, 
Onoe was fair because of him ; 

Say that goodness, round his way, 
Made one everlasting day ; 

Say that beauty's heavenly flame 
Bourgeoned wheresoever he came ; 

Say that all life's common ways 
Were made glorious in his gaze ; 

Say he gave us, hour by hour, 
Hope and patience, grace and power ; 

Say his spirit was so true 
That it made us noble too ; — 

What is this, but to declare 

Life's bereavement. Love's despair ? 

What is this, but just to say 
All we loved is torn away ? 

Weave the shroud and spread the pall t 
Night and silence cover all. 



in. 

Oh, my comrade, oh, my friend. 
Most this parting be the end t 
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Only though! and memaiy kft ! 

Pteoe, fond monniBr ! Tt^ tfay bom,— 
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ftace, — and let repining go I 
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Tainly now his pnuae is aud : 
Tain the gariand for his hoad: 

Tet m oomiort^B diadow cast 
^rom the kindnen of thepaat. 

AS my love Boold do to obBBT 
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Honour's plaudit, Friendship's yow 
Did not coldly wait till now. 

Oh, my comrade, oh, my friend, 
If this parting be the end. 

Yet I hold my life divine. 

To have known a soul like thine : 

And I hush the low lament 
In submission, penitent. 

Still the sun is in the skies : 

He sets — but I have seen him rise I 



-•o*- 



PERDITA. 

I WATCHED your ship where, strong and 

bright. 
She sailed into the gathering night 

And sped away ; 
I saw the sunset colours die 
And gray gloom wrap the eyening sky 
And yeil the day. 

I heard the cold waves on the shore 
Their pensive sorrow o'er and o'er 
In murmurs tell. 
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Of nutio girls who boxe, for sign 
Of prospered toil, the fragrant yine 
In tawny hands ; 

ne qoiet streets, as eyening fell. 
The minster's gloom, the solemn bell, 

The scented air. 
The rooks that thronged the giant trees, 
The ohorchyard stones and, oyer these. 

The moonlight fair, — 

I felt them all, as though that they 
Had been the things of yesterday, 

And chill regret 
Preyed on my lonely heart, to think 
How soon the stars of pleasure sink 

And we forget. 

The Thames is flowing, broad and free, 
*Neath that old bridge of Battersea, 

Where, yelled in gloom, 
Qreat St. John sleeps — too sound to wake» 
For all the yows that loyers make 

Beside his tomb. 

The emerald throstle's silyer call 
Is heard by Leicester's haunted hall, 
And down the yale 
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Of Kenilworth the hawthorns wreath. 
And roees tremble, underneath 
The starlight pale. 

The winds of night si^ softly thron^^ 
The needles of St Martinis yew, 

And round the shrines 
Of gray St Nicholas, the lone 
And melancholy breezes moan. 

And iyy twines. 

From those proud cliffs that smile on France 
You still might see the moonbeams danoa 

O^er midnight waves ; — 
Are all the reveries sublime 
And holy thoughts of that sweet time 

Lost in their graves ? 

Is the light faded, has the ray 

Of heaven become the common day, 

And from your breast 
The careless warder Time let slip 
The sense of fond companionship 

That was its guest? 

I will not think it — though for me. 
By day or night, by land or sea, 
Ah, nevexmoire 
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Can those exalted moments seem 
Like aught but some bewildered dream 
Of fairy lore I 

I do not think it — those clear eyea 
The light that bums in paradise 

Is shining through ; 
And all that radiant woman brought 
Of holy faith and heavenly thought 

Is shrined in you ! 

Farewell, farewell — the sands of gold 
Haye run their course, the tale is told, 

And dark and fast 
Night closes roimd my wandering way— 
Ab round the set of that sad day 

Which was our last 

Yet eyer, while we walk this earth. 
In shade or shine, in grief or mirth, 

While life endures. 
One thought must still our hearts entwine, — 
And naught can tsike your place in mlne^ 

Nor mine in yours. 
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Say that acxoss the shuddering daik — 
And whisper that the hour is near — 

Thy hand will guide my shattered bark 
Till mercy^s radiant coasts appear, 

Where I shall clasp thee to my breast, 

And know once more the name of rest 
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NOTES. 



1. **Th6 Broken Harp" — which wai written in 
theyale of the Dargle — and "Aflleep" have been 
■et to melodies that are tender and lovely, by my 
friend Richard Manafield. 

2. My poem of " Orgia" has had a singular ezpe* 
rience, the authorship of it having, periodically, been 
ascribed te various drunkards, lunatics, suicides, and 
other such eccentric persons, in whose pockete, after 
their death, have been found manuscript copies of it, 
in a chronic stete of mangled metre and bad gram- 
mar. I wrote the poem on December 10, 1860, in 
Boston, and it was first published on January 7, 
1800, in a paper called the New York Saturda^f 
Press,— long ago extinct. 

8. ** Love and Death " was delivered by me at the 
dedication of the Actors' Monument to Bdgar Poe, 
in the Metropolitan Museum, New York, May 4, 
1885. The poem was not written for that oecasion, 
or for any occasion, but it was written just before 
that time, and I thought it appropriate to the oom- 
memoration of that poet. 

4. This title, " The Voice of the Silence," origi. 
Dated and first used by me in 1876, was taken, many 
years later, and used in the same sense, by an eccen- 
tric writer on theosophy, the late Mme. Blavateky. 

6. At Boston, October 28, 1882, was commemo- 
rated the fiftieth anniversary of William Warrtn*i 

26q 
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ghr«B, which wm originally eallad **Bd«lir«iM.''— 
Th« tribatM to Edwin Booth, John MeOnlloagh, 
and Henry Irring were deliyered, on feetirml oeea- 
elone, at Delmonioo'e. " Honour's Pearl " waa alao 
delivered there. "Thure et Fidibos" waa read at 
the Lotos Olab. The former waa a poem of ikra- 
well to the Hon. Whitelaw Beid, jost before he went 
abroad as American Minister to France ; the latter 
a poem of welcome to him when he came home. 



Moet of my poems have drifted into life: they 
eame; they were not compelled; and therefore, and 
becana e their existence seems firail and their fate 
dnUoas, I have called them Wakdxrsbs. They 
are the vagrant children of my love, and perhapa 
partiality has blinded judgment and persuaded me 
to anticipate for them a permanence to which they 
are not destined. I have thought that they ezpresa 
representative moods of feeling and representative 
phases of experience, and that tl^eir style is disUno 
tlve. The wish to add something of permanent value 
to pure literature is honourable and not unnatural; 
and I am willing to believe that these poems, thought- 
fully chosen out of many that I have written, are an 
authentic contribution to that ancient body of Eng- 
lish lyrical poetry of which gentleness is the soul 
and simplicity the garment. If this estimate of them 
ia wrong, oblivion will soon set it right. 

W.W. 
Jnlyl6,1892. 
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